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THE 


P R O L O G U E 


TOT 
K IN G's MAJESTY. 


Our Majeſty is welcome to à Fair; 

Such Place, ſuch Men, ſuch Language, 
and ſuch Wark, 

You muſt expect: With theſe, the zealous noiſe 

Of your Lands Faction, ſcandaliz'd at Toys, 

As Babies, Hobby-horſes, Puppet-plays, _ 

And ſucb like rage, whereof the petulant ways 

Your ſelf bave known, and have been vert 
with long. 

Theſe for your Sport, without particular wrong, 

Or juſt complaint of any private Man, 

( Who of himſelf, or ſhall think well or can ) 

The Maker doth preſent : And hopes, to Night 

To give you for a Fairing, true Delight. 


= . 


SED e880 
Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ohn Little-wit, a Proctor. 

Win Littlewit, 4is Wife. 

Dame Purecraft, her Mother and a Widow. 
Zeal-of-the-Land Buſy her Suitor, a Banbury Man. 
Win-Wife, his Rival, a Gentleman. 
Quarlous, his Companion, a Gameſeer. 
Bartholomew, Coles, an E/quire of Harrow. 
Humphrey Waſp& bis Mar. 

Adam Overdo, a Fuſtice of Peace. 

Dame Overdo, his Wife. | 

Grace Welborn, his Ward. 

Lant. Leatherhead, a Hobby- Hor /# Seller. 

Joan Traſh, a Gingerbread Woman, 

Ezechiel Edgworth, @ Cutpur/e.. 

Nightingale, a Ballad Singer. 

Urſula, a Pig Woman. 

Moon-calf, her Tapfter. 

Jordan — a Horſe-courſe and a Ranger o Turu- 
ull, 

Val. Cutting, a Reoarer. 

Captain Whit, a Bawd. 

Punque Alice, Miſereſ o' the Game. 

'Trouble-all, a Mad-man. 


Three Watchmen, Cuſtard monger, Mouſetrap-man, Ch . 
thier, Wreſiler, Porters, Door-keepers, Puppets. 


THE 


INDUCTION 


ON THE 


STAGE 


STAGE-KEEPER. 


ww i Eentlemen, have a little patience, they are e'en 
|: 8 upon coming, inſtantly. He that ſhould begin 
the Play, Mafter Little auit, the Proctor, has a 

Stitch new faln in his black Silk Stocking ; 'twill be 

drawn up ere you can tell twenty. He plays one & 

the Arches that dwells about the Hoſpital, and he has 

a very pretty part. But for the whole P/ay, will you 

=, ha' the Truth on't? (I am looking, left the Poet hear 
AF: me, or his Man, Maſter Broom, behind the Arras) it 
is like to be a very conceited ſcurvy one, in plain Eng- 

li. When't comes to the Fair once, you were Cen 

as good go to Virginia, for any thing there is of Smith- 

field. He has not hit the Humours, he does not know 

'em; he has not convers'd with the Bartho/menw-birds, 
#1 as they ſay; he has ne'er a Sword and Buckler Man in 
þ | A4 his 
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his Fair; nor a little Davy, to take Toll o' the Bawds 
there, as in my time; nor a Kind-heart, if any bodies 
Teeth ſhould chance to ake in his Play; nor a Jugler 
with a well-educated Ape, to come over the Chain for 


the King of England, and back again for the Prince, 


and fit ſtill on his Arſe for the Pope and the 
King of Spain! None o' theſe fine Sights! Nor has 
he the Canvas-cut i'the Night, for a Hobby-horie-man 
to creep into his She-neighbour, and take his Leap there ! 
Nothing! No : And —ç Writer (that I know) had 
but the Penning © this matter, he would ha' made 
you ſuch a Fickajog i' the Boothes, you ſhould ha 
thought an Earthquake had been i' the Fair! But 
theſe Maſter-Poets, they will ha' their own abſurd 
courſes ; they will be inform'd of nothing. He has 
{firreverence) kick'd me three or four times about the 
Tyring-houſe, I thank him, but for offering to put in 
with my Experience. [I'll be judg'd by you, Gentle- 
men, now, ut for one Conceit of mine! would not a 
fine Pump upon the Stage ha“ done well, for a Property 
now? and a Pungue ſet under upon her Head, with her 
Stern upward, and ha' been ſous'd by my witty young 
Maſters o' the Inns o Court? What think you o' this 
for a ſhew, now? he will not hear o' this! I am an 
Aſs! I! and yet I kept the Stage in Maſter Tar/etor's 
time, I thank my Stars. Ho! and that Man had liv'd 
to have play'd in Bartholomew Fair, you ſhould ha' ſeen 
him a' come in, and ha' been cozened i“ the Cloath quarter, 
ſo finely ! And Adams, the Rogue, ha' leap'd and caper'd 
upon him, and ha' dealt his Vermine about, as though 
they had coſt him nothing. And then a ſubſtantial 
Watch to ha” ſtoln in upon em, and taken 'em away, 
with miſtaking words, as the faſhion is in the Stage- 
practice. | 
To him, Bookholder and Scrivener. 


Book. How now ? what rare Diſcourſe are you faln 
upon ? ha? ha' you found any familiars here, that you 
are ſo free? what's the buſineſs ? | 


Stage. 
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Stage. Nothing, but the underſtanding Gentlemen 

© the Ground here, ask'd my Judgment. 
Book. Your Judgment, Raſcal? for what? ſweeping 
the Stage ? or gathering up the broken Apples for the 
Bears within? Away Rogue, it's come to a fine de- 
gree in theſe Spectaclis, when ſuch a Youth as you 
pretend to a Judgment. And yet he may, i' the moſt 
o' this matter i' faith: For the Author hath writ it juſt 
to his Meridian, and the Scale of the grounded Judg- 
ments here, his Play-fellows in Wit. Gentlemen, not 
for want of a Pro/ogue, but by way of a new one, I 
am ſent out to you here, with a. Scrivener, and certain 
Articles drawn out in haſte between our Author and 
you ; which if you pleaſe to hear, and as they appear 
reaſonable, to approve of, the Play will follow preſently. 
Read, Scribe, gr me the Counterpain. 

Scriv. Articles of Agreement, indented, between the 
Spefators or Hearers, at the Hope on the Banijide, in 
the County of Surry, on the one Party; And the Au- 
thor of Bartholomew Fair, in the ſaid Place and Coun- 
ty, on the other Party : the one and thirtieth day of 
O#ober, 1614, and in the twelfth year of the Reign of 
our Sovereign Lord, James, by the Grace of God, 
King of England, France, and Ireland, Defender of 
the Faith: And of Scotland the Seven and fortieth. 

Imprimis, It is covenanted and agreed, by and be- 
tween the Parties aboveſaid, and the ſaid Spectators and 
Hearers, as well the curious and envious, as the fa- 
vouring and judicious, as alſo the grounded Judgments 
and Underſtandings, do for themſelves ſeverally cove- 


nant and agree to remain in the Places their Money or 


Friends have put them in, with patience, for the ſpace. 
of two Hours and an half, and ſomewhat more. In 
which time the Author promiſeth to preſent them, by 
us, with a new ſufficient Play, called Bartholomeau Fair, 
merry, and as full of Noiſe, as Sport : made to delight 
all, and to offend none; provided they have either the 


Wit or the Honeſty to __ OY of themſelves, 
5 It 
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It is further agreed, That every Perſon here have 
his or their free- will of Cenſure, to like or diſlike at 
their own charge, the Author having now departed 
with his right : it ſhall be lawful for any Man to judge 
his Six-pen'worth, his Twelve-pen'worth,ſo to his eighteen 
Pence, two Shillings, half a Crown, to the value of his Place; 
provided always his Place get. not above his Wit. And if 
he pay for half a dozen, he may cenſure for all them 
too, ſo that he will undertake that they ſhall be filent, 
He ſhall put in for Cenſures here, as they do for Lots 
at the Lottery: Marry, if he drop but Six-pence at the 
Door, and will Cenſure a Crowns-worth, it is thought 
there is no Conſcience or Juſtice in that. 

It is alſo agreed, That every Man here exerciſe his 
own Judgment, and not cenſure by Contagion, or upon 
Truſt, from another's Voice, or Face, that fits by him, 
be he never ſo firſt in the Commiſion of Wit : As allo, 
that he be fixt and ſettled in his Cenſure, that what he 


approves or not approves to day, he will do the ſame E- 


to morrow, and if to morrow, the next day, and ſo the next 
week (if need be:] and not to be brought about by any that 
fits on the Bench with him, though they indite and arraign 
Plays daily. He that will ſwear, Feronimo, or Andro- 
nicus are the beſt Plays, yet ſhall paſs unexcepted at 
here, as a Man whoſe Judgment ſhews it is conſtant, 
and hath ſtood ftill theſe five and twenty or thirty 
years. Though it be an Ignorance, it is a virtuous 
and ſtaid Ignorance ; and next to Truth, a confirm'd 
Error does well; ſuch a one the Author knows where 
to find him. | 

It is further covenanted, concluded and agreed, That 
how great ſoever the Expectation be, no Perſon here is to 
expect more than he knows, or better Ware than a 
Fair will afford : neither to look back to the Sword 
and Buckler Age of Smithfield, but content himſelf 
with the preſent. Inſtead of a little Davy, to take 
Toll o' the Bawds, the Author doth promiſe a ftrut- 
ting Hor/ſe-courſer, with a leer Drunkard, two or three 
to attend him, in as good Zquipage as you would * 

n 
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And then for Kind-heart, the Tooth-drawer, a fine 


| Oily Pig-awoman with her Tapſter, to bid you welcome, 


and a Conſort of Roarers for Muſick. A wile Tuftice 
of Peace meditant, inſtead of a Jugler, with an Ape. 
A civil Cutpurſe ſearchant. A ſweet Singer of new 
Ballads allurant: and as freſh an Hypocrzte, as ever 
was broach'd, rampant. If there be never a Servants 
monſter i' the Fair, who can help it, he ſays, nor a Nelt 
of Antiques ? He is loth to make Nature afraid in his 
Plays, like thoſe that beget Tales, Tempe/is, and ſuch 
like Drelleries, to mix his Head with other Mens Heels ; 
let the concupiſcence of Figs and Dances reign as ſtrong 
as it will amongſt you: yet if the Puppets will pleate 
any body, they ſhall be intreated to come in. 

In conſideration of which, it is finally agreed, by the 
foreſaid Hearers and Spectators, That they neither in 
themſelves conceal, nor ſuffer by them to be concealed, 
any State-decipherer, or Politick Picklack of the Scene, 
ſo ſolemnly ridiculous, as to ſearch out, who was meant 
by Ginger-bread Woman, who by the Hobby-horſe Man, 
who by the Coftard-monger, nay, who by their Wares. 
Or that will pretend to affirm (on his own in/þired Igno- 
rance) what Mirror of Magiſtrates is meant by the 7 u/- 
tice, what great Lady by the Pig-woman, what con- 
ceal'd Stateſman by the Seller of Mouſe traps, and ſo 
of the reſt. But that ſuch Peron or Perſons, ſo found, 
be left diſcovered to the mercy of the Author, as a For- 
feiture to the Stage, and your Laughter aforeſaid. As 
alſo, ſuch as ſhall ſo deſperately, or ambitiouſly, play 
the Fool by his Place aforeſaid, to challenge the Au- 
thor of Scurrility, becauſe the Language ſomewhere ſa- 
vours of Smithffeld, the Booth, and the Pig-broth, or of 
Prophaneneſs, becauſe a Madman cries, God quit you, 
or bleſs you. In witneſs whereof, as you have pre- 
poſterouſly put to your Seals already (which is your 
Money) you will now add the other part of Suffrage, 
your Hands. The P/ay ſhall preſently begin. And 
though the Fair be not kept in the ſame Region, that 


{ome here, perhaps, would have it; yet think, that 
therein 


12 The Induction. 


therein the Author hath obſery'd a ſpecial Decoram, the 
Place being as dirty as Smithfield, and as ſtinking e- 
very whit. 

Howſoever, he prays you to believe, his Ware is ſtill 
the ſame, elſe you will make him juſtly ſuſpect that 
he that is ſo loth to look on a Baby, or an Hobby- 
horſe here, would be glad to take up a Commodity of 
them, at any Lavghter or Loſs in another place. 
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Bartholomew FAIR. 


ATI. SCENE I 
| Litthe-Wit. [To him.] Vin. 


LiTTLE-WirT. 


ix; Pretty Conceit, and worth the finding 
l I ha” ſuch luck to ſpin out theſe fine 
>z2»2 things ſtill, and like a Silk-worm, out 
of my ſelf. Here's Maſter Bartholo- 
"77K Fe) mew Cokes, of Harrow o th Hill, i 
ch' County of Mzrddle/ex, Eſquire, 
takes forth his Licence to marry Miſtris 
| Grace Wellborn, of the ſaid Place and 
County : And when does he take it forth? to day! 
the Four and Twentieth of Auguſt! Bartholomew-Day ! 
Bartholomew upon Bartholomew ! there's the Device ! 
Who would have mark'd ſuch a Leap-frog Chance now ? 
A very leſs than Ames-Ace, on two Dice! Well, go thy 
ways, John Little-wit, Proctor Fohn Little wit: One 
o' the pretty Wits o Pauls, the Little-wwit of London 
(ſo thou art called) and ſomething beſide. When a 
Quirk or a 2uiblin do's ſcape thee, and thou doſt not 
watch and apprehend it, and bring it afore the Con- 
ſtable of Conceit : (there now, I ſpeak Quib too) let 
'em carry thee out o the Arch-deacon's Court into his 
Kitchin, and make a Fack of thee, inſtead of a Jobn. 
(There I am again la!) Win, Good Morrow, Win. I 
marry, Vin. Now you look finely indeed, Vin this 
Cap does Convince ! you'd not ha' worn it, Via, nor ha 
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had it Velvet, but a rough Country Bever, with a Cop- 
per Band, like the Conney-skin-woman of Budge-Row ? 
Sweet Vin, let me kiſs it! And her fine high Shooes, 
Ike the Spanih Lady ! Good Win, go a little, I would 
fain ſee thee pace, pretty Vin! By this fine Cap, I 
could never leave kiſſing on't. 

Vin. Come indeed la, you are ſuch a Fool ſtill ! 

Litt. No, but half a one, Vin, you are the t'other 
half: Man and Wife make one Fool, Vin. (Good!) 
Is there the Proctor, or Doctor indeed, i' the Droce/s, 
that ever had the Fortune to win him ſuch a Vin! 
(There I am agam !) I do feel Conceits coming upon 
me, more than I am able to turn Tongue too. A Pox 
o' theſe Pretenders to Wit! your Three Cranes, Mitre 
and Mermaid men! Not a Corn of true Salt, not a 
Grain of right Muſtard amongſt them all. They may 
ſtand for Places, or fo, again the next Wit fall, and pay 
Two- pence in a Quart more for their Canary than o- 
tier Men. But gi” me the Man can ſtart up a Fuſtice of 
Mit out of ſix Shillings Beer, and give the Law to all 
the Poets and Poet Suckers i' Town, becauſe they are the 
Players Goflips. Slid, other Men have Wives as fine 
as the Players, and as well dreſt. Come hither, Vin. 


SCENE. I, 
Win-wife, Little-wit, Win, and John. 
Min-ab. Why, how now, Maſter L:#t/z-wit! mea- 
ſuring of Lips? or molding of Kiſſes ? which is it? 
Litt. Troth, I am a little taken with my Win's drel- 
ſing here! Does't not fine, Maſter Wiz-wif? ? How do 
you appreheud, Sir? She would not ha' worn this Ha- 
bit. I challenge all Cheap/ide to ſhew ſuch another: 


Morefields, Pimlico-path, or the Exchange, in a Summer 
Evening, with a Lace to boot, as this has. Dear Vin, 
let Maſter Vin wife kiſs you. He comes a wooing to 
our Mother, Vin, and may be our Father perhaps, Win. 
There's no Harm in ham, in. 
Win- au. None i' the Earth, Maſter Little-auit, 
Litt, I envy no Man my Delicates, Sir. a | 
Win-w, 
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Min- au. Alas, you ha' the Garden where they grow 
ſtill! A Wife here with a Strawberry-Breath, Cherry- 
Lips, Apricot-Cheeks, and a ſoft Velvet Head, like a 
Melicotton. 

Litt. Good, i'faith ! now Dulneſs upon me, that I had 
not that before him, that I ſhould not light on't as well 
as he! Velvet Head! | 

Win-w. But my Taſte, Maſter Little-wwit, tends to 
Fruit of a latter kind: the ſober Matron, your Wives 
Mother. 

Litt. I! we know you are a Suitor, Sir; Vin, and 
I both, wiſh you well : By this Licence here would 
you had her, that your two Names were as fail in it 
as here are a Couple. Vin would fain have a fine 
young Father i' Law, with a Feather: that her Mo- 
ther might hood it, and chain it, with Miſtris Over. doe. 
But you do not take the right courſe, Maſter Min- 
wife, 

Win-w. No? Maſter Little-wwit, why? 

Litt. You are not mad enough. 

Win-w. How,? Is Madneſs a right courſe ? 

Litt. I ſay nothing, but I wink upon Vin. You 
have a Friend, (one Maſter 2»ar/ous) comes here ſome- 
times. 5 

Win-w. Why, he makes no Love to her, does he? 

Litt. Not a Tokenworth that ever I ſaw, I aſſure 
you : But 

Win-w. What? 

Litt. He is the more Mad-cap o' the two. You do 

t apprehend me. | 

Min. You have a hot Coal i' your Mouth now, you 
cannot hold. 

List. Let me out with it, dear Vin. 

Vin. I'll tell him my ſelf. 

Litt. Do, and take all the Thanks, and much do 
good thy pretty Heart, Vin. 

Min. Sir, my Mother has had her Nativity-water 
cait lately by the Cunning- Men in Cow-/ane, and they 
ha' told her Fortune, and do enſure her, ſhe ſhall ne- 
ver have happy Hour, unleſs ſne marry within this 

Sie'n- 
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Se'nni ght; and when it is, it muſt be a Madman, they 
ay. 
Lat. I, but I muſt be a Gentleman Madman. 

Win. Yes, ſo the t'other Man of Moreffelds ſays. 

Win cu. But does ſhe believe em? 

Lit. Yes, and has been at Bedlam twice ſince every 
Day, to 2 if any Gentleman be there, or to come 
there, mad | 

Win-w. Why, this is a Confederacy, a meer Piece 
of Practice upon her by theſe Impoſfors. 

Litt. I tell her ſo; or elſe, ſay I, that they mean 
ſome young Madcap-Gentleman (for the Devil can e- 
—_—_ as well as a Shop-keeper) and therefore would 

adviſe you to be a little madder than Maſter Quar- 
laus hereafter. ; 2 

Win. Where is ſhe ? ſtirring yet? | 

Litt. Stirring ! Yes, and ſtudying an old Elder come 
from Banbury, a Suitor that puts in here at Meal tide, 
to praiſe the painful Brethren, or pray that the ſweet 
Singers may be reſtor'd; ſays a Grace as long as his 
Breath laſts him ! Some time the Spirit is ſo ſtrong with 
him, it gets quite out of him, and then my Mother, 
or Min, are fain to fetch it again with Malmſey, or 
Aqua Cœleſtis. | 

Vin. Yes, indeed, we have ſuch a tedious Life with 
him for his Dyet, and his Clothes too, he breaks his 
Buttons, and cracks Seams, at every Saying he ſobs 
out. 

Job. He cannot abide my Vocation, he ſays. 

Vin. No, he told my Mother, a Proctor was a Claw 
of the Beaſt, and that ſhe had little leſs than commit- 
ted Abomination in marrying me ſo as ſhe had done. 

Job. Every Line (he ſays) that a Proctor writes, 
when it comes to be read in the Biſhop's Court, is 
a long black Hair, kemb'd out of the Tail of Anti- 
Chrift. | 

Vin au. When came this Pro/elyte ? 

Job. Some three days ſince. 


SCENE 


{ 
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SCENE III. 


Ruarlous, Jobn, Win, Win-wife. 


2uar. O Sir, ha? you ta'en Soil here? It's well a Man 
may reach: you after three Hours running yet! What 
an unmerciful Companion art thon, to quit thy Lodg- 
ing at ſuch ungentlemanly Hours? None but a ſcat- 
ter d Covey of Fidlers, or one of theſe Rag - rakers in 
Dunghills, or ſome Marrow-bone Man at moſt, would 
have been up when thou wert gone abroad, by all De- 
ſcription. i pray thee what aileſt thou, thou can't 
not ſleep? Haſt thou Thorns i' thy Eye-lids, or Thiſtles 
i' thy Bed? | 

Win. au. I cannot tell: It ſeems you had neither 7 
your Feet, that take this pain to find me. 

2uar. No, and I had, all the Lime-hounds o' the 
City ſhould have drawn after you by the Scent rather. 
Mr. John Little-avit ! God ſave you, Sir. Twas a 
hot Night with: ſome of us, laſt Night, John: ſhall 
75 pluck a Hair o' the ſame Wolt to day, Proctor 

ohn ? 1 N 
Job. Do you remember, Maſter Quarlous, what we 
diſcours d on laſt Night? | 

Quar. Not I, John; nothing that J either diſcourſe 
or do, at thoſe times I forfeit all to Forgetfulneſs. 

Job. No, not concerning Vin? Look you, there 
ſhe is, and dreſt, as I told. you ſhe ſhould be: Hark 
you, Sir, had you forgot ? | 

Juar. By this Head, I'll beware how I keep you 
Company, John, when I am drunk, and you have 
this dangerous Memory ! that's certain. 

Job. Why Sir? TK r 3, 

QAuar. Why ? we were all a little ſtain'd laſt Night, 
ſprinkled with a Cup or two, and J agreed with Proc- 
tor Jobn here, to come and do ſomewhat with Wir 
(I know not what 'twas) to day; and he puts me in 
mind. on't now ; he ſays, he was coming to fetch me : 
Before Truth, if you have that fearful Quality, Foha, 


to remember when you are ſober, Fob», what you 


promiſe 
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promiſe drunk, Fohn; I ſhall take heed of you, John. 


For this once I am content to wink at you ; where's 
your Wife? Come hither, Vin. [He kifſtth her. 
Nin. Why, Fohn ! do you ſee this, John? look 
you! help me, Jobn. 
Job. O Win, fie, what do you mean, Vin? Be 
womanly, Vin; make an Out-cry to your Mother, 


Wiz? Maſter Quarlaus is an honeſt Gentleman, and 


our worſhipful good Friend, Vin: And he is Maſter 
Win-wift's Friend too: And Maſter H7z-wwife comes 
a Suitor to your Mother, Vin; as I told you before, 
Vin, and may perhaps be our Father, Vin: They'll 
do you no Harm, Win; they are both our worſhipful 

ood Friends. Maſter Quarlous you muſt know 
laſter Quarlous, Win; you muſt not quarrel with 
Maſter Quarlous, Win. 

Quar. No, we'll kiſs again, and fall in. 

Job. Yes, do, good Vin. 

Win. Þ faith you are a Fool, John. 

Job. A Fool, John, ſhe calls me; do you mark 
that, Gentlemen ? Pretty Little-wit of Velvet ! a Fool- 
Fohn, 

— She may call you an Apple- John, if you uſe 

this. 
3 Pray thee forbear, for my Reſpect, ſome- 
Wat. | 

. Hoy day? how reſpective you are become 
© the ſudden! I fear this Family will turn you re- 
formed too; pray you come about again. Becauſe 
ſhe is in poſſibility to be your Daughter. in-Law, and 
may ask you Bleſſing hereafter, when ſhe courts it to 
Totnam to eat Cream. Well, I will forbear, Sir; but 
i“ Jaith, would thou wouldſt leave thy Excrciſe of Wi- 
dow-hunting once! this drawing after an old Reverend 


Smock by the Splay-foot : There cannot be an ancient [ 


Tripe or Trillibub i' the Town, but thou art ſtraight 
noſing it, and 'tis a fine Occupation thou'lt confine thy 
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ſelf to, when thou haſt got one; ſcrubbing a Piece of 


Buff, as if thou hadſt the Perpetuity of Pannyer- Alley 


to ſtink in; or perhaps worſe, currying a Carkaſs that 


thou 
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thou haſt bound thy ſelf to alive: Ill be ſworn, ſome 
of them (that thou art, or haſt been a Suitor to) are 
ſo old, as no chaſte or married Pleaſure can ever be- 
come 'em; the honeſt Inſtrument of Procreation has 
{forty Years ſince) left to belong uw em; thou mult 
viſit 'em as thou wouldeſt do a Tomb, with a 'Forch, or 
three handfuls of Link, flaming hot, and ſo thou may'it 
hap to make 'em feel thes, and after come to inherit 
according to thy Inches. A ſweet courſe for a Man to 
waſte the Brand of Life for, to be ſtill raking himſelf a 
Fortune in an old Woman's Embers ; we ſhall ha' thee, 
after thou haſt been but a Month married to one of 'em, 
look like the Quartaue Ague and the Black Jaundiſe 
met in a Face, and walk as if thou hadſt borrow'd 
Legs of a Spinner, or Voice of a Cricket. I would 
endure to hear fifteen Sermons a Week for her, and 
ſuch courſe and loud ones, as ſome of em muſt be; I 
would &'en defire of Fate, I might dwell in a Drum, 
and take in my Suſtenance with an old broken To- 
bacco-pipe and a Straw. Doſt thou ever think to bring 
thine Ears or Stomach to the Patience of a dry Grace, 
as long as thy Table-cloth ? and droan'd out by thy 
Son here (that might be thy Father) till all the Meat 
o thy Board has forgot it was that Day i' the Kitchin? 
Or to brook the Noiſe made in a Queſtion of Predeſ- 
tination, by the good Labourers and painful Eaters af- 
ſembled together, put to em by the Matron your Spouſe ; 
who moderates with a Cup of Wine, ever and anon, 
and a Sentence out of Xoxe between? Or the perpe- 
tual ſpitting before and alter a ſober drawn Exhortation 
of ſix Hours, whoſe better Part was Hum-ha-hum ? Or 
to hear Pray' rs groan'd out over thy Iron Cheſts, as if 
they were Charms to break 'em? And all this for the 
hope of two A4po/i/e Spoons, to ſuffer! and a Cup to eat 
a Cawdle in! For that will be thy Legacy. She'll ha 
convey'd her State ſafe enough from thee, an' ſhe be a 
right Widow. 

Win-w. Alas, I am quite off that Scent now. 

Quar. How to? 

Win-w. Put off by a Brother of Banbury, one that, 


they 
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they ſay, is come here, and governs all already. 
Near. What do you call him ? I knew divers of thoſe | 

Banburians when I was in Oxford. _ 
Win-w. Maſter Little-wit can tell us. 

Fob. Sir! good Vin go in, and if Maſter Bartho- 
lomew Cokes his Man come for the Licence (the little 
old Fellow) let him ſpeak with me; what ſay you, 
Gentlemen ? . 

Win-w. What call you the Reverend Elder you told 
me of ? your Banbury man? 

Job Rabbi Buſy, Sir; he is more than an Eller, he 
is a Prophet, Sir. 

Quar. O. I know him! a Baker, is he not? 

Foh. He was a Baker, Sir, but he does dream now, 
and iec Viſions ; he has given over his Trade. 

Quar. | remember that too; out of a Scruple he took, 
that (in p;'d Conſcience) thoſe Cakes he made, were 
ſeri'd to Bridales, May Poles, Morrifſes, and ſuch pro- 
fane Feaſts and Meetings; his Chriſten-Name is Zeat 
ef-the-Land. 

Joh Yes, Sir, Zeal-of-the- Land Buß. 

Win-w. How what a Name's there 

Job. O they have all ſuch Names, Sir; he was Wit- 
neſs for Vi here, (they will not be call'd Godfathers) 
and nam'd her W/in-the-fght ; you thought her Name 
had been Hinnifred, did you not? 

Vin. au. I did indeed. 

1 * would ha' thought himſelf a ſtark Reprobate, 
It had. q 
Quar. I, for there was a Blue-ſtarch Woman o' the 

Name, at the ſame time. A notable hypocritical Ver- 

mine it is; I know him. One that ſtands upon his Face, 

more than his Faith, at all times : Ever in Faitious Mo- 
tion, and reproving for Vain glory ; of a moſt Lunatick 

Conſcience and Spleen, and affects the Violence of Sin- 

3 in all he do's: (He has undone a Grocer 
ere, in Neawwgate-Market, that broke with him, truſted * 

him with Currans, as errant a Zeal as he, that's by the 

way:) By his Profeſſion, he will ever be i' the State of 

Innocence though, and Childhood; derides all . A 

enes 
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defies any other Learning than Inſpiration. 3 and what 
Diſcretion ſoever Years ſhould afford him, it is all pre- 
vented in his Original Ignorance ; ha' not to do with 
him, for he is a Fellow of a moſt arrogant and invinci- 
ble Dulneſs, I aſſure you. Who is this ? 


SCENE IV. 


Waſpe, Fohn, Win-wife, Quarlous. 

Waſp. By your leave, Gentlemen, with all my 
heart to you ; and God give you good Morrow. Ma- 
ſter Litt/e-wit, my buſineſs is to you. Is this Licence 
ready ? 

Job. Here I ha' it for you in my Hand, Maſter 
Humphrey. 

Waſp. That's well; nay, never open or read it to 
me, it's labour in vain, you know. I am no Clerk, I 
ſcorn to be ſav'd by my Book, i' faith I'll hang firſt ; 
fold it up o' your word, and gr it me; what muſt you 
ha? for't ? 

Job We'll talk of that anon, Maſter Humphrey. 

Waſp. Now or not at all, good Maſter Proctor, I am 
for no anon's, I aſſure you. 

Foh. Sweet Win, bid Solomon ſend me the little black 
Box within in my Study. 

Waſp. I, quickly, good Miſtreſs, I pray you; for I 
have both Eggs o' the Spit, and Iron i' the Fire» fay 
what you mult have, good Mr. Little-awit. | 

Job. Why, you know the price, Mr. Numps. 

Waſp. I know? I know nothing. I, what tell you 
me of knowing ? (now I am in haſte) Sir, I do not 
know, and I will not know, and I ſcorn to know, and 
yet ( now I think on't) I will, and do know as well 
as another; you muſt have a Mart for your thin 
here, and Eight Pence for the Box; I could ha' fav d 
Two Pence i' that, an I had bought it my ſelf ; but here's 
Fourteen Shillings for you. Good Lord! how long your 
little Wife ſtays !' pray God Solomon, your Clerk, be not 
looking i' the wrong Box, Mr. Proctor. 

ob. Good i faith! no, I warrant you, Solomon is 
wiſer than ſo, Sir q N. aſh. 
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Waſp. Fie, fie, fie, by your leave, Maſter Little-auit, 
that is ſcurvy, idle, fooliſh and abominable, with all 
my heart; I do not like it. 

in ab. Do you hear? Fack Litileauit, what buſi- 
neſs does thy pretty Head think this Fellow may have, 
that he keeps ſuch a coyl with ? 

Quar. More than buying of Ginger-bread i' the 
Clayſter here, (for that we 1 * him) or a gilt pouch 
r the Farr, 

Job. Maſter 8 do 285 miſtake him; he is his 
Maſter's Both-hands, I aſſure yo | 
 Puar. What? to pull on bis Boots a Mornings, or 
his Stockings, does he ? 

Job. Sir, if you have a mind to mock him, mock him 
ſoftly, and look r'other way : for if he apprehend you flout 
him once, he will flie at you preſently. A terrible telly 
old Fellow, and his Name is Vaſpe too. 

Quar. Pretty Inſet ! make much on him. 

Waſp. A Plague o this Box, and the Pox too, and on 


him that made it, and on her that went for't, and allthat 


ſhould ha” ſought i it, ſent it, or brought it! do you tee, 
Sir ! 
| Fob. Nay, ood Mr. Waſp Ap. . 
; a/p. Good Maſter Herod, turd i' your teeth, hold 
you your Tongue: do not I know you? Your Father 


was a Pothecary, and fold Gliſters, more than he gave, 


T wuſle : and turd i' your little Wife's Teeth too (here 
ſhe comes) *twill make her ſpit, as fine as ſhe is, for all 
her Velvet Cuſtard on her Head, Sir. 

Job. O! be civil, Maſter Numps 


Waſp. Why, ſay I have a Humour not to be civil Fr 


how then ? who ſhall compel me? yo 

Job. Here is the Box now. 

Maß. Why a Pox o' your Box, once again: let your 
little Wife ſtale in it, and ſhe will. Sir, I would have 


you to underſtand, and theſe Gentlemen too, if they 


pleaſe 
Win-w. With all our Hearts, Sir. 
Waſp. That I have a charge, Gentlemen. | 
Job. They do apprehend, Sir, . 
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Waſp. Pardon me, Sir, neither they nor you can ap- 
prehend me yet. (You are an Aſs) J have a young Ma- 
ſter, he is now upon his making and marring; the 
whole care of his well-doing is now mine. His fooliſh 
School- maſters have done nothing, but run up and down 
the Country with him to beg Puddings, and Cake-bread 
of his Tenants, and almoſt ſpoiled him; he has learn'd 
nothing but to ſing Catches, and repeat Rattle Bladder, 
rattle, and O Madge ! I] dare not let him walk alone, 
for fear of learning of vile tunes, which he will ſing at 
Supper, and in the Sermon-times! If he meet but a Car- 
man i' the Street, and 1 find him not Talk to keep him 
of on him, he will whiſtle him and all his Tunes over 
at Night in his Sleep! he has ja Head full of Bees! I 
am fain now, for this little time I am abſent, to leave 
him in charge with a Gentlewoman : I is true, ſhe is a 
Juſtice of Peace his Wife, and a Gentlewoman o' the 
Hood, and his Natural Siſter ; But what may happen 
under a Woman's Government, there's the doubt. Gen- 
tlemen, you do not know him; he is another manner of 
Piece than you think for ! but Nineteen Years old, and 
yet he is taller than either of you by the Head, God 
bleſs him. 

Quar. Well, methinks this is a fine Fellow! 

Win-w. He has made his Maſter a finer by this De- 
ſcription, -I ſhould think. 

Nuar. Faith, much about one, it's Croſs and Pile, 
whether for a new Farthing. 

Waſp. I'll tell you, Gentlemen 

Job. Wilk t pleaſe you drink, Maſter Waype. 

Wasp. Why, I ha' not talk't ſo long to be dry, Sir; 
you {ez no Dutt or Cobwebs come out © my Mouth: do 
you ? You'd ha' me gone, would you? i 

Fob. No, but you were in haſte e'en now, Mr. 
Numps. 

Waſp. What an' I were ? ſo ] am fill, and yet I will 
ſtay too; meddle you with your Match, your Vin there, 
ihe has as little Wit as her Husband, it ſeems: I have 
others to talk to. 

Fob. She's my Match indeed, and as little Wit as J. 
Good ! | Waſp. 
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Waſp. We ha' been but a day and a half in Town, 
Gentlemen, tis true; and yeſterday i“ the Afternoon we 
walk'd London, to ſhew the City to the Gentlewoman he 


ſhall marry, Miſtreſs Grace; but afore I will endure ſuck 


another half day with him, I'll be drawn with a good 


Gib cat, through the great Pond at home, as his Uncle 


Hodge was! Why, we could not meet that Heather thing 
all day, but ſtaid him: he would name you all the Signs 
over, as he went, aloud : and where he ſpy'd a Parrat, 
or a Monkey, there he was pitch d, with all the little Long- 
Coats about him, Male and Female; no getting him à- 
way ! I thought he would ha' run mad o' the black Boy 


there. 1 — 
Job. You ſay true, Maſter Numps : there's ſuch a one 
indeed | 


Waſp. It's no matter whether there be or no, what's 


that to you? 
5 He will not allow of Jobn's reading at any 


SCENE V. 
Cokes, Miſtreſs Over -· do, Waſpe, Grace, Quarlaus, Win- 


wife, Fohn, Win. | 
Cokes. O Numps.! are you here Numps ? look where 
I am, Numps ! and Miſtreſs Grace too! nay, do not look 
angerly, Numps my Siſter is here and all, I do not 
come without her. 


Wasp. What the miſchief do you come with her? or | 


ſhe with you? 

Cok. We come all to ſeek. you, Numps. 

Waſp. To ſeek me? why, did you all think I was loſt; 
or run away with your Fourteen Shillings worth of fmall 
Ware? or that I had chang'd it ! the Fair for Hobby- 
horſes ? 8' precious to ſeek me! | 

Over. Nay, good Mr. Numps do you ſhew Diſcretion, 


tho' he be exorbitant (as Mr. Ower-do ſays) and't be but [ 


for conſervation of the Peace. 


Waſp. Marry gip, Goody She. Juſtice, Miſtrels French» | 
haod ! turd. 1 your Teeth, and Turd i your —— a 
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Teeth too, or do you ſervice, do you ſee? Muſt you 


uote your Adam to me] you think you are Madam Re- 


7 gent till, Miſtreſs Over-do; when I am in place? No 
ſuch matter, I aſſure you, your Reign is out, when I am 


in, Dame. ; 
Over. I am content to be in abeyance, Sir, and be 


govern'd by you; ſo ſhould he too, if he did well; but 
'twill be expected you ſhould alſo govern your Paſſions. 
Waſp Will't ſo, forſooth ? good Lord! how ſharp you 


© are, with being at Berh'lem yeſterday ! bei lone has ſet 


an Ege upon you, has he ? 

Over. Nay, if you know not what belongs to your 
Dignity, I do yet to mine. 

Waſp. Very well then. | 

Co. Is this the Licence, Numps? for Love's ſake 
let me ſee't ; I never ſaw a Licence. Y | 

Waſp. Did you not fo ? why, you ſhall not ſee't then. 

Cok. An' you love me, good Numps. 

Waſp. Sir, I love you, and yet I do not love you i' 
theſe Fooleries; ſet your heart at reſt, there's nothing 
in't but hard words; and what would you ſee't for? 

Cock. I would ſee the length and the breadth on't, 
that'sall; and I will ſee't now, ſo I will. 

Waſp. You ſha' not ſee it here. 

Cet. Then PF 11 ſee't at home, and I'll look upon the 
Caſe here. 

Waſp. Why, doſo; a Man muſt give way to him a 
little in trifles: Gentlemen. Theſe are Errors, Diſea- 
ſes of Youth; which he will mend when he comes to 
Judgment and knowledge of matters. I pray you con- 
ceive ſo. and I thank you. And I pray you pardon him, 


3 and I thank you again. | 


2 war. Well, this Dry- Nar/e, I ſay fill, is a delicate Man. 
Win-w. And I am, for the Coſſet, his Charges! Did 


vou ever ſee a Fellow's Face more accuſe him for an 
= Aſs? 


Quar. Accuſe him? it confeſſes him one without ac- 
cuſing. What pity tis yonder Wench ſhould marry ſuch 
a Cokes ? | 

Win. au. Tis true. 
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Quar. She ſeems to be diſcreet, and as ſober as ſhe is 


handſome. 


Win-w. I, and if you mark her, what a reſtrain'd 9 


ſcorn ſhe caſts upon all his Behaviour and Speeches? 

Cok. Well, Numps, I am now for another piece of 
buſineſs more, the Fair, Numps, and then—— 
1 Map. Bleſs me! deliver me, help, hold me! the 
Fats. | 

Coz. Nay, never fidge up and down, Numps, and 
vex it ſelf. I am reſolute Bartholomew in this; I'll 
make no ſuit on't to you; twas all the End of my Jour- 
ney indeed, to ſhew Mrs. Grace my Fair. I call't my 


Fair, becauſe of Bartholomew; you know my Name 


is Bartholomew, and Bartholomew: Fair. 

Job. That was mine afore, Gentlemen; this Morn- 
ing. I had that i' faith upon his Licence, believe me, 
there he comes after me. 

Quar. Come, Fohn, this ambitious Wit of yours (I 
am afraid) will do you no good i theend, 

Jab. No? why Sir? 

War. You grow ſo inſolent with it, and overdoing, 


John; that if you look not to it, and tie it up, it will 
bring you to ſome obſcure place in time, and there twill 


leave you. 


Win-w. Do not truſt it too much, John, be more | 


ſparing, and uſe it but now and then ; a Wit is a dan- 
gerous thing in this Age 3 do not over-buy it. 
Job. Think you ſo, Gentlemen? I'll take heed on't 
Hereafter. 
Win. Yes, do John. 
Cok. A pretty little Soul, this ſame Mrs. Little-avit, 
would I might marry her. 
Gra. So would 1, or any body elſe, fo I might ſcape 
ou. 
ö Cok. Numps, 1 will fee it, Numps, tis decreed ; never 
be melancholy for the matter. 


Waſp. Why, ſee it, Sir, ſee it, do, ſee it! who hin- 3 


ders you? why do you not go ſee it? *Slid ſee it. 
Cok. The Fair, Numps, the Fair. 
aſp. Would the Fair, and all the Drums and Rat- 
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tles in't, were i' your Belly for me: they are already 


' your Brain: He that had the means to travel your 
Head now, ſhould meet finer Sights than any are i' the 
Fair, and make a finer Voyage on't; to ſee it all hung 
2 with Cockel-ſhells, Pebbles. fine Wheat-ſtraws, and here 


and there a Chicken's Feather, and a Cob-web. 
Auar. Good faith, he looks, methinks, an' you mark 


him, like one that were made to catch Flies, with his Sir 
2 Cranion Legs. 


Win-w. And his Numps, to flap 'em away. 

Waſp. God be wi you, Sir, there's your Bee in 2 
Box, and much good do't you. 

Cok. Why, your Friend, and Bartholomew; an' you 


| be fo contumacious. 


Quar. What mean you, Numps ? 

Waſp: Til not be guilty, 1, Gentlemen. 

Over. You will not let him go, Brotber, and loſe him? 
Cok. Who can hold that will away? I had rather 


4 loſe him than the Fair, I wuſſe. 


Waſp. You do not know the Inconvenience, Gentle- 
men, you perſwade to, nor what 'Trouble I have with 


him in theſe Humours. If he go to the Fazr, he will 
buy of every thing to a Baby there; and Houſhold-tuff 
for that too: If a Leg or an Arm on him did not grow 
on, he would loſe it i the Preſs. Pray Heav'n I bring 
him off with one Stone ! And then he is ſuch a Ravener 


after Fruit! you will not believe what a coil I had t' o- 
ther day, to compound a buſineſs between a Katern-pear 
Woman, and him, about ſnatching ! "Tis intolerable, 
Gentlemen. 

Win-w. O! but you muſt not leave him now to theſe 


> Hazards, Numps. | 


Waſp. Nay, he knows too well I will not leave him, 


and that makes him preſume : Well, Sir, will you go 
now? If you have ſuch an itch i“ your Feet, to foot it 
to the Fair, why do you ſtop, am I your Tarriars ? go, 
will you go? Sir, why do you not go? 


Cok. O Numps ! have I brought you about? come 


f —_ Grace, and Siſter, I am reſolute Bat, i' faith, 
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Gra. Truly, I have no ſuch fancy to the Fair; nor 
ambition to ſee it; there's none goes thither of any qua- 
lity or faſhion. 4 

Cok. O Lord, Sir! you ſhall pardon me, Miſtreſs 
Grace, we are enow of our ſelves to make it a faſhion ; 
and for qualities, let Numps alone, he'll find qualities. 

DPuar., What a Rogue in apprehenſion is this! to un- 
deritand her Language no better. | 

Win-w. I, and offer to marry her, Well, I will 
leave the chaſe of my Widow for to day, and directly to 
che Fair. Theſe Flies cannot, this hot Seaſon, but en- 
gender us excellent creeping Sport. I 

Quar. A Man that has but a Spoon-full of Brain 
would think ſo. Farewel, John. L 

Job. Vin, you ſee tis in faſhion to go to the Fair, 
Nin: we muſt to the Fair too, you and I, Win, I © 
Have an affair i' the Fair, Win, a Puppet play of mine 
own making: ſay nothing, that I writ for the Motion 
Man, which you muſt ſee, Win. . 
| Win. I would I might, John; but my Mother will 
never conſent to ſuch a prophane motion; ſhe will call it. 

Foh. Tut, we'll have a Device, a dainty one: (NW 
Fit, help at a pinch, good Vit come, come good Vit, 
and't be thy Will.) I have it, Vin, I have it i' faith, 
þ and *tis a fine one, Nin. Long to eat of a Pig, ſweet Vin, 
. T the Fair; do you ſee, i' the heart o' the Fair; not at 
1 Pye corner. Your Mother will do any thing, Vin, to 


fatisfie your longing, you know ; pray thee long preſent- 
| 1y, and be fick o' the ſudden, good Vin. I'll go in and 
* tell her; cut thy Lace i the mean time, and play the 
9 Hypocrite, ſweet Win. 
* Fin, No, I'll not make me unready for it. I can be 
* Hypocrite enough, though I were never ſo ſtraight lac'd, 
Y Job. You ſay true, you have been bred i' the Fami- 

41% ly, and brought up to't. Our Mother is a moſt ele& 
* Hypocrite, and has maintain d us all this ſeven year with 
* it, like Gentlefolks. | 


5 Win. I, let her alone, John, ſhe is not a wiſe wilful 
1 Widow for nothing; nor a ſanctified Siſter for a _ 
* : n 
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And let me alone too, I ha' ſomewhat o' the Mother in 
me, you ſhall ſee ; fetch her, fetch her; ah, ah. 


SCENE: FL 
Purecraft, Win, Fohn, Buſy, Solomon. 


Purec. Now, the blaze of the beauteous Diſcipline; 
fright away this Evil from our Houſe ! How now, Win- 
the fight, Child ; how do you ? Sweet Child, ſpeak to me. 

Win. Yes, forſooth. | . 5 

Purec. Look up, ſweet Win. the ſebt, and ſuffer not 
the Enemy to enter you at this Door, remember that 
your Education has been with the pureſt ; what polluted 
one was it, that nam'd firſt the unclean Beaſt, Pig, to 
you, Child? 

Vin. Uh, uh. 

Job. Not I, o' my ſincerity, Mother; ſhe long'd 
above three Hours e' er ſhe would let me know it; who 
was it, Vin? 

Vin. A prophane black thing with a Beard, John. 

Purec. O!] xeſiſt it, Win the-fight, it is the Tempter, 
the wicked Tempter, you may know it by the fleſhly 
motion of Pig; be ſtrong againſt it, and its foul Temp- 
tations, in theſe Aſſaults, whereby it broacheth Fleſh 
and Blood, as it were on the weaker ſide, and pray againſt 
its carnal provocations; good Child, ſweet Child, pray. 

Job. Good Mother, I pray you, that ſhe may eat 
ſome Pig, and her Belly full too; and do not you caſt 
away your own Child, and perhaps one of mine, with 
your tale of the 'Tempter; How do you, Vin; Are 
you not lick ? | | 

Win. Yes, a great deal, John, (uh, uh.) 

Purec. What ſhall we do? Call our zealous Brother 
Buſy hither, for his faithful fortification in this charge of 
the Adverſary; Child, my dear Child, you ſhall eat 
Pig; be comforted, my ſweet Child, 

Win, I, but i' the Fair, Mother. 

Purec. I mean i' the Fair, if it can be any way made 
or found lawful. Where is our Brother Buy/y? will he 
not come ? Look up, Child. 


B 3 Fol. 


30 Bartholomew FAI R. 


Job. Preſently, Mother, as ſoon as he has clean'd 


his Beard. I found him fait by the Teeth, i' the. cold 


 Turkey-pie i' the Cup board, with a great white Loaf 
on his left Hand, and a Glaſs of Ma/m/ey on the right. 


Purec. Slander not the Brethren, wicked one. 

Job. Here he is now, purified Mother. 

Purec. O Brother Buſy ! your help here, to edifie and 
raiſe us up in a Scruple; my Daughter Vin-tbe fight is 
viſited with a natural Diſeaſe of Nomen; call'd A longing 
to eat Pig. 

Job. 1 Sir, a Bartholomew Pig; and in the Fair. 

Purec. And I would be ſatisfied from you, Religiouſly- 
wiſe, whether a Widow of the ſanctified Aſſembly, or a 
Widow's Daughter, may commit the Act without of- 
fence to the weaker Siſters. 

Buſ. Verily, for the Diſeaſe of Longing, it is a Diſ- 
eaſe, a carnal Diſeaſe, or Appetite, incident to Women: 
and as it is carnal, and incident, it is natural, very na- 
tural : Now Pig, it is a Meat, and a Meat that 1s nou- 
riſhing and may be long'd for, and ſo conſequently eaten; 
it may be eaten; very exceeding well eaten: But in the 
Fair, and as a Bartholomew Pig, it cannot be eaten; for 
the very calling it a Bartholomew Pig, and to eat it ſo, 
is a ſpice of Idolatry, and you make the Fair no better 


than one of the High-places, This, I take it, is the 


ſtate of the Queſtion : A High-place. 

Job. I, but in ſtate of Neceſſity, Place ſhould give 
place, Mr. Byſy. (I have a Conceitleft yet.) 
Piurec. Good Brother, Zeal-of the-land, think to make 
It as lawful as you can. 

Foh. Yes Sir, and as ſoon as you can; for it muſt 
be, Sir ; you ſee the danger my little Wife is in, Sir. 

Purec. Traly, I do love my Child dearly, and I 
would not have her miſcarry, or hazard her Firſt- fruits, 


if it might be otherwiſe. 


Buf. Surely, it may be otherwiſe, but it is ſubject to 
conſtruction, ſubject, and hath a face of Offence with the 
weak, a great face, a foul face; but that face may 
have a Veil put over it, and be ſhadowed as it were; 
i may be eaten, and in the Fair, I take it, in a 
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Booth, the Tents of the wicked: The Place is not much, 


not very much, we may be Religious in midſt of the 


Prophane, ſo it be eaten with a reformed Mouth, with 
Sobriety, and Humbleneſs ; not gorg'd in with Gluttony 
or Greedineſs, there's the fear : For, ſhould ſhe go there, 
as taking Pride in the place, or Delight in the unclean 
dreſſing, to feed the vanity of the Eye, or luſt of the Pa- 
late, it were not well, it were not fit, it were abominable, 
and not good, 

Fob. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her on't ; 
but courage, Vin, we'll be humble enough, we'll ſeek 
out the homelieſt Booth i' the Fair, that's certain; 
rather than fail, we'll eat it o' the Ground. 

Purec. I, and I'll go with you my elf, Vin. ibe- 


Feht, and my Brother Zealof-the-land ſhall go with 


us too, for our better Conſolation, 

Win. Uh, uh. 

Foh. I, and Solomon too, Win, (the more the mer- 
rier.) Win, we'll leave Rabby Baß in a Booth. So- 
lamon, my Cloke. 

Sol. Here, Sir. 

Buſ. In the way of Comfort to the Weak, I will 
go and eat. I will eat exceedingly, and propheſie; there 
may be a good uſe made of it too, now I think on't: 
By the publick eating of Swine's Fiſh, to profeſs our 


hate and loathing of Fudai/m, whereof the Brethren ſtand 
taxed. I will therefore eat, yea I will eat exceedingly. 


Job. Good i'faith, I will eat heartily too, becauſe 
I will be no Fe, I could never away with that ſtiff- 
necked Generation: And truly, I hope my little one 
will be like me, that cries for Pig ſo i' the Mother's Belly. 
Buf. Very likely, excecding likely, very exceed- 


ing likely, 
GHOST IR IRA 
ACT II. SCEN.E I. 
Juſtice Overdo. 
E LL, in Juſtice name, and the King's, and 


for the Commonwealth! deke all the World 
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Adam Owerdo, for a Diſguiſe, and all Story; for thou 


haſt fitted thy ſelf, I ſwear. Fain would I meet the 


Linceus now, that Eagle's Eye, that piercing Epidau- 
rian Serpent (as my Quint. Horace calls him) that | 
could diſcover a Juſtice of Peace (and lately of tbe 
Quorum) under this Covering. They may have ſeen many | 
a Fool in the habit of a Juſtice ; but never till now, a 
Juſtice in the habit of a Fool. Thus muſt we do 
though, that wake for the publick good; and thus 
hath the wiſe Magiſtrate done in all Ages. There is a 
doing of right out of wrong, if the way be found. 
Never ſhall I enough commend a worthy worſhipful © 
Man, ſometime a capital Member of this City, for his 
high Wiſdom in this point, who would take you now © 
the Habit of a Porter, now of a Carman, now of the 
Dog killer, in this month of Auguſt; and in the Win- 
ter, of a Seller of Tinder-boxes; and what would he do 
in all theſe Shapes? marry, go you into every Ale- 
Houſe, and down into every Cellar ; meaſure the length 
cf Puddings, take the gage of black Pots and Cans, 
J, and Cuttards, with a Stick; and their circumference 
with a Thread ; weigh the Loaves of Bread on his middle 
Finger; then would he ſend for em home; give the 
Puddings to the Poor, the Bread to the Hungry, the 
Cuſtards to his Children; break the Pots, and burn 
the Cans himſelf; he would not truſt his Corrupt Offi- 
cers, he would do't himſelf. Would all Men in Au- 
thority would follow this worthy Preſident. For (alas) 
as we are publick Perſons, what do we know? nay, 
what can we know ? we hear with other Mens Ears, we 
fee with other Mens Eyes. A fooliſh Conſtable, or a 
fleepy Watchman, is all our Information; he ſlanders 
a Gentleman, by the Vertue of his Place, (as he calls 
it) and we, by the vice of ours, muſt believe him. As 
awhile agone, they made me, yea me, to miſtake. an 
honeſt zealous Purſivant, for a Seminary ; and a proper 
young Batchelor of Muſick, for a Bawd. This we are 
ſubject to that live in high place, all our Intelligence is 
idle, and moſt of our Intelligencers Knaves ; and by 


your leave, our ſelves thought little better, if not errart 
. Fools, 
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Fools, for believing 'em. I Adam Overdo am reſoly'd 
therefore to ſpare Spymony hereafter, and make mine 
own Diſcoveries. Many are the yearly Enormities 
this Fair, in whoſe Courts of iPye-pouldres I have had 
the Honour, during the three Days, ſometimes to ſit as 
Judge. But this is the ſpecial day for detection of thoſe 
foreſaid Enormities. Here is my black Book for the 
Purpoſe ; this the Cloud that hides me; under this Co- 
vert I ſhall ſee and not be ſeen. On Junius Brutus. 
And as I began, ſo Ill end; in Juſtice name, and the 
King's, and for the Commonwealth. 


SCENE IL 


Leatherhead, Traſh, Fuſtice, Urs'la, Moon-calf, Night* 
ingale, Paſſengers. 

Leath. The Fair's peſtlence dead methinks ; Peo- 

le come not abroad to day, whatever the matter is. 
Do you hear, Siſter Traſb, Lady o' the Basket? ſit far- 
ther with your Gingerbread Progeny there, and hinder 
not the Proſpe& of my Shop, or I'Il ha” it proclaim'd 
i' the Fair, what Stuff they are made on. 

Tra. Why, what Stuff are they made on, Brother 
Leatherhead ? nothing but what's wholeſome, I aſſure you. 

Leath. Yes, ſtale Bread, rotten Eggs, muſty Ginger, 
and dead Hony, you know. | 

Fut. II have I met with Enormity fo ſoon ? 

Leath. I ſhall mar your Market, old Fore. 

Tra. Mar my Market, thou too-proud Pedler ? do thy 
worſt, I defie thee, I, and thy Stable of Hobby-Horſes. 
I pay for my Ground, as well as thou doſt, and thou 
wrong'ſt me, for all thou art parcel-Poet, and an Ingi- 
neer. I'll find a Friend ſhall right me, and make a 
Ballad of thee, and thy Cattle all over. Are you puft 
up with the pride of your Wares? your Ar/edine ? 

Leath. Go too, old Fore, Ill talk with you anon; and 
take you down too, afore Juſtice Overdo, he is the Man 
mult charm you, I'll ha' you i' the Piepouldres. 

Tra. Charm me? I'll meet thes Face to Face, afore 
his Worſhip, when thou dar'it ; and though I be a little 

| B 5 crooked 
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crooked o' my Body, I'll be found as upright in my deal- 
ing as any Woman in Smithfield ; I, charm me? 
'Fuſt. I am glad to hear my Name is their Terror, 
yet this is doing of Juſtice. 
Leath. What do you lack? what is't you buy ? what do 
you lack ? Rattles, Drums, Halberts, Horſes,. Babies, 
o' the beſt? Fiddles o' the fineſt ? 


Enter Coſtermonger. 


Coſt. Buy any Pears, Pears, fine, very fine Pears. 
Tra. Buy any Gingerbread, gilt Gingerbread !: 
Night. Hey, Now the Fair's a filling ! 
, fir a Tune to flartle N 
Ve Birds o the Booths here billing: 

Near with old Saint Barthle! 

De Drunkards they are wading,. 

The Pungues and Chapmen trading; 

*  Who'ld fee the Fair without his Lading ? 
Buy any Ballads? new Ballads ? 
U Fie upon't : who would wear out their Youth 
and Prime thus, in roaſting of Pigs, that had any cooler 
Vocation ? Hell's a kind of cold Cellar to't, a very 
fine Vault, o' my. Conſcience !' what. Mion-cal/: - 

Moo. Here, Miſtris. 

Night. How now, Urea? in a heat, in a heat. 

Ur/. My Chair, you falſe Faucet you; and my 
Morning's Draught, quickly,. a Bottle of Ale, to quench 
me, Raskal. I am all Fire and Fat, Nightingale, I 
ſhall &en melt away to the firſt Woman, a Rib again, 
I am afraid. I do water the Ground in Knots, as I go, 
like a great Garden pot; you may follow me by the 
SS I make. 

Night. Alas, gocd Urs, was Zeke! here this Morn- 
5 


= 
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ang ? 
Urſ. Zekiel ? what Zekiel ? 

Night. Zehkiel: Edgworth, the civil Cut-purſe, you 
know him well enough ; he that talks bawdy- to you 
ſill : I call him my Secretary. 

Ur. He promis d to be here this Morning, I re- 
member. Night. 
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Night. When he comes, bid him ſtay: I'll be back 
again preſently, '[Mooncalf brings in the Chair. 

Ur/. Beſt take your Morning Dew in your Belly, 
Nightingale : Come Sir, ſet it here; did not I bid you 
ſhould get this Chair let out o' the fides for me, that 
my Hips might play ? you'll never think of any thing,. 
till your Dame be rump-gall'd; 'tis well Changeling : 
becauſe it can take in your Graſhoppers Thighs, you 
care for no more. Now you look as you had been i 
the Corner o' the Booth, fleaing your Breech with a 
_ End, and ſet Fire o' the Fair. Fill Stote, 

Fuſt. This Pig-woman do I know, and I will put 
her in, for my — Enormity ;] ſhe hath been be- 
fore me, Punk, Pinnace, and Bawd; any time theſe 
two and twenty Years upon Record i' the Pie pouldres. 

Ur/. Fill again, you unlucky Vermine. | 

Moo. Pray you be not angry, Miſtreſs, I'Il ha' it 
widen'd anon. 

Ur/. No, no, I ſhall &en dwindle away to't, e'er 
the Fair be done, you think, now you ha' heated 
me : A poor vex'd thing I am, I my ſelf dropping al-- 
ready, as faſt as I can ; two Stone a Sewet a day is my 
Proportion : I can but hold Life and Soul together,. 
with this (here's to you, Nightingale) and a whiff of 
Tobacco, at moſt. Where's my Pipe now not fill'd ? 
thou errant Incubee. 

Night. Nay, Ur la, thou'lt gall between the Tongue 
and the Teeth, with fretting, now. 

Ur, How can I hope that ever he'll diſcharge his 
Place of Truſt, Tapſter, a Man of reckoning under 
me, that remembers nothing I ſay to him ? but look: 
to't, Sirrah, you were beſt, Three-pence a Pipe full, I 
will ha' made, of all my whole half Pound of Tobacco, 
and a quarter of a Pound of Colts foof mixt with it 
too, to eech it out. I that have dealt ſo long in the 
Fire, will not be to ſeek in Smoke, now; Then fix: 
and twenty Shillings a Barrel I will advance o my 
Beer, and fifty Shillings a hundred o' my Bottle-Ale : 
I ha' told you the. way how. to raiſe it. Froth Jour 

ns , 
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Cans well i” the filling, at length Rogue, and jog your 
Bottles o' the — mb then 3 — $0 
Glaſs ever, and drink with all Companies, tho' you 
be ſure to be drunk; you'll miſ-reckon the better, and 
be leſs aſham'd on't. But your true Trick, Raſcal, 
muſt be, to be ever buſy, and miſtake away the Bot- 
tles and Cans, in haſte, before they be half drunk off, 
and never hear any body call, (if they ſhould chance 
to mark you) till you ha' brought freſh, and be able 
to forſwear em. Give me a drink of Ale. 

Fut. This is the very Womb and Bed of Enormi- 
ty! groſs as herſelf ! This muſt all down for Enormity, 
all, every whit on't. [One Enocks. 

Ur/. Look who's there, Sirrah : Five Shillings a 
Pig is my Price, at leaſt; if it be a Sow Pig, Six- 
Fence more ; if ſhe be a great-bellied Wife, and long 
for't, Six-pence more for that. | 

Fuſft. O tempora ! O mores! I would not ha' loſt 
my diſcovery of this one Grievance, for my Place, and 
Worſhip o' the Bench. How is the Poor abus'd here! 
Well, I will fall in with her, and with her Moonca#}, 
and win out wonders of Enormity. By thy leave, 
goodly Woman, and the Fatneſs of the Fair; oily as 
the King's Conſtable's Lamp, and ſhining as his Shoo- 
ing- horn! Hath thy Ale Vertue, or thy Beer Strength, 
that the Tongue of Man may be tickled, and his Pa- 
late pleas'd in the Morning? let thy pretty Nephew 
here go ſearch and fee. * . 

Ur/. What new Roarer is this? 

Moo. O Lord! do you not know him, Miſtreſs ? 
"tis mad Arthur of Bradley, that makes the Orations. 
Brave Maiter, old Arthur of Bradley, how do you ? 
welcome to the Fair ; when ſhall we hear you again, 
to handle your matters, with your Back againſt a 
Booth, ha? I ha' been one o' your little Diſciples, i 
my days! : | 

Fuft. Let me drink, Boy, with my Love, thy Aunt, 
here ; that I may be eloquent : But of thy beſt, leſt it 
be bitter in my mouth, and my Words fall foul on 


the Fair. 
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TL. Why doſt thou not fetch him Drink ? and offer 
him to fit ? | 

Moo. Is't Ale, or Beer, Maſter Artbur? 

Fuft. Thy beſt, pretty Stripling, thy beſt : the 
ſame thy Dove drinketh, and thou draweſt on Holy- 
days. 

Us: Bring him a Six-penny Bottle of Ale: they fay, 
a Fool's Hanſel is lucky. 

Fuſt. Bring both, Child. Ale for Arthur, and Beer 
for Bradley. Ale for thine Aunt, Boy. My Diſguiſe 
takes to the very wiſh and reach of it. I ſhall by the 
Benefit of this diſcover enough, and more: and yet! get 
off with Reputation of what I would be: A certain 
midling Thing, between a Fool and a Madman. 


SCENE YI 
To them, Knockhum. 


Knoc. What! my little lean Cr! my She. Bear. 
art thou alive yet, with thy litter of Pigs, to grunt out 
another Bartholomew Fair? ha! | 

Ur. Yes, and to amble afoot, when the Fair is 
done, to hear you groan out of a Cart, up the heavy 
Hill. | 
 Knoc, Of Holborn, Urs la, meaneſt thou fo ? for what, 
for what, pretty Urs ? 5 

Ur/. For cutting Half. penny Purſes, or ſtealing little 
penny Dogs out o' the Fair. 

Knoc. O ! good words, good words, U;s. 

Fuſt. Another ſpecial Enormity. A Cut-purſe of 
the Sword, the Boot, and the Feather ! thoſe are his 
Marks. 

Ur/. You are one of thoſe Horſe-leaches that gave 
out I was dead, in Turnbull-freet, of a Surfeit of Bot- 
tle-Ale and Tripes ? 

Knoc. No, *twas better Meat, Urs : Cows Udders, 
Cows Udders ! | os 
Ur, Well, I ſhall be-meet with your mumbliog 

Mouth one day. 2255 

Knoc, What? thou'lt poiſon me with a — 4 

otte 
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Bottle of Ale, wilt thou? or a Spider in a Tobacco. 
pipe, Urs? Come, there's no Malice in theſe fat 
Folks, I never fear thee, and I can ſcape thy lean 
Moon-calf here. Let's drink it out, good Urs, and no 
Vapours ! a 

Fuſt. Doſt thou hear, Boy? (there's for thy Ale, 
and the Remnant for thee) ſpeak in thy faith of a Fau- 
cet, now; is this goodly Perſon before us here, this 
Vapours, a Knight of the Knife? 

Moo. What mean you by that, Maſter Arthur ? 

Jul. I mean a Child of the Horn-thumb, a Babe of 
Booty, Boy, a Cut-purſe. 

Mos. O Lord, Sir! far from it. This is Maſter 
Dan. Knockhum : Fordane the Ranger of Turnbull, He 
is a Horſe-courſer, Sir. | 

Tut Thy dainty Dame, though, call'd him Cut- 

rſe. 

3 Like enough, Sir; ſhe'll do forty ſuch Things in 
an Hour, (an you liſten to her) for her Recreation, if 
the Toy take her i' the greaſie Kerchief : It makes her 
fat, you ſee ; ſhe battens with it. | 

FZuft. Here might I ha' been deceiv'd now, and ha” 
put a Feol's blot upon my ſelf, if I had not play'd an 
after Game o' Diſcretion. | 
[Urs'la comes in again dropping. 

Knoc. Alas, poor Urs, this is an ill Seaſon for thee. 

Ur/. Hang your ſelf, Hackney-man, 

Koc. How, how, Urs ? Vapours ? Motion breed Va- 

urs ? 

Ur/. Vapours? Never tusk, nor twirle your Dibble, 

Fordane, I know what you'll take to a very Drop. 
Though you be Captain o' the Roarers, and fight well 
at the Caſe of Piſs-pots, you ſhall not fright me with 
your Lyon chap, Sir, nor your Tusks ; you angry ? 
you are hungry: come a Pig's Head will ſtop your 
Mouth, and ftay your Stomach at all times. 

Knoc. Thou art ſuch another mad merry Urs, ſtill ! 
Troth I do make Conſcience of vexing thee, now i the 
Dog days, this hot Weather, for fear of foundring thee 
1 the Body, and melting down a Pillar of the _ 

| ray 
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Pray thee take thy Chair again, and keep ſtate; and let's 
have a freſh Bottle of Ale, and a Pipe of Tobacco ; and 
no Vapours. I'll ha“ this Belly o thine taken up, and 
thy Graſs ſcour'd, Wench : Look, here's Ezelie! Eag- 
avorth; a fine Boy of his Inches, as any is i' the Fair 
has fill Money in his Purſe, and will pay all with a. 


kind Heart, and good Vapours.. 


SCENE IV. 


To them, E deworth, Nightingale, Corn-cutter, Min dine 
box-man, Paſſengers. 


Eds, That I will indeed, willingly, Maſter Kzock-- 
hum; fetch ſome Ale and Tobacco. 

Leath. What do you lack, Gentlemen? Maid, ſee a: 
fine Hobby-horſe for your young Maſter; coſt you but 
a Token a Week his Provender. | 

Cor. Ha' you any Corns i' your Feet and Toes? 

Tin. Buy a Mouſe-trap, a Mouſe-trap, or a Tor- 
mentor for a Flea.. | 

Tra. Buy ſome Gingerbread. 

Nigh. Ballads, Ballads! fine new Ballads: 

Hear for your Love, and buy for your Mony. 

A delicate Ballad o the Ferret and the Coney. 

A Preſervative again the Punques evil. 

Another of Gooſe-green-ſtarch, and the Devil. 

A dozen of Divine Points, and the Godly Garters. . 

The Fairing of good Counſel, of an Ell and three- 
quarters. What is't you buy? "7 

The Wind-mill blown down by the Witch's Fart ! 

Or Saint George, that O] did break the Dragon's 
Heart. a 
Eds. Maſter. Nightingale, come hither, leave your 
Mart a little. 

Nigh. O my Secretary! what ſays my Secretary ? 

Fuſt. Child o' the Bottles, what's he? what's he? 

Moo. A civil young Gentleman, Maſter Artbur, that 
keeps Company with the Roarers, and disburſes all ſtill. 
He has ever Mony in his Purſe; he pays for them, and 


they roar for him; one does good Offices for * 
ey 
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They call him the Secretary, but he ſerves no body. 
A great Friend of the Ballad- mans, they are never 


aſunder. 


Jul. What pity 'tis, ſo civil a young Man ſhould 
haunt this debauch'd Company? Here's the Bane of the 
Youth of our time apparent. A proper Penman, I ſee't 
in his Countenance, he has a good Clerk's Look with 
him, and I warrant him a quick Hand. 

Moo. A very quick Hand, Sir. 

Eds. All the Purſes, and Purchaſe, I give you to 
day by Conveyance, bring hither to Ur//'s preſently. 
Here we will meet at Night in her Lodge, and ſhare. 
Look you ehuſe good Places for your ſtanding i' the 
Fair, when you ſing, Nightingale. 

[This they whiſper, that Overdo hears it not. 

Ur/. I, near the fulleſt Paſſages, and ſhift them 
often. 

Edge. And i' your ſinging, you muſt uſe your Hawks 
Eye nimbly, and fly the Purſe to a mark ſtill, where 
tis worn, and o which fide ; that you may gr me the 
ſign with your Beak, or hang your Head that way i' 
the tune. 

Ur/. Enough, talk no more on't : Your Friendſhip 
(Maſters) is not now to begin. Drink your Draught 
of Indenture, your ſup of Covenant, and away. ; the 
Fair fills apace, Company begins to come in, and I ha' 
ne'era Pig ready yet. | 

Knoc. Well ſaid, fill the Cups, and light the Tobacco: 
let's give fire i' the Works, and noble Vapours. 

Edg. And ſhall we ha' Smocks Ur, la, and good 


" whimhkies ha? 


Ur/. Come, you are i' your bawdy Vein! the beſt the 
Fair will afford, Zekiel, if Bawd Whit keep his Word. 
How do the Pigs, Moon-calf? 

Moo. Very paſſionate, Miſtreſs, one on 'em has wept 
out an Eye. Maſter Arthur o' Bradley is melancholy 
here, no body talks to him. Will you any Tobacco, 
Maſter Arthur? | 
Fuft. No, Boy, let my meditations alone. 

Meo. He's ſtudying for an Oration, now. 


Tul. 


f. 
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Fuft. If I can with this Day's Travel, and all my 
Policy, but reſcue this Youth here out of the Hands of 
the lewd Man and the ſtrange Woman, I will fit down 
at Night, and ſay with my Friend Ovid, Famque opus 
exegi, quod nec Fovis ira, nec ignis, &c. 

Knoc. Here,  Zekiel, here's a Health to Ula, and 
a kind Vapour ; thou haſt mony i' thy Purſe ſill, and 
ſtore ! how doſt thou come by it? Pray thee vapour thy 
Friends ſome in a courteous. Vapour. 

Ede. Half I have, Maſter Dan. Knockhum, is als 
ways at your Service. 

Fut. Ha, ſweet Nature! what Goſhawk would prey 
upon ſuch a Lamb? | | 

Knoc. Let's ſee what tis, Zekiel ; count it, come, fill 
him to pledge me. 


SCENE V. 
To them, Win-wift, Quarlous. 


Win-w, We are here before em methinks. 

2uar. All the better, we ſhall ſee em come in now. 

Leath. What do you lack, Gentlemen, what is't you 
lack ? a fine Horſe? a Lyon ? a Bull? a Bear? a Dog, 
or a Cat? an excellent fine Bartholomew bird? or an 
Inſtrument ? what is't you lack? 

Luar. 'Slid ! here's Orpheus among the Beaſts, with 
his Fiddle, and all ! 

wy Will you buy any comfortable Bread, Gentle- 
men 

2uar. And Ceres ſelling her Daughter's Picture, in 
Ginger-work. 

Win-w. That theſe People ſhould be ſo ignorant to 
think us Chapmen for em! do we look as if we would 
buy Ginger-bread, or Hobby-horſes ? 

Puar. Why, they know no better Ware than they 
have, nor better Cuſtomers than come. And our very 
being here makes us fit to be demanded, as well as 0- 
thers. Would Cokes would come! there were à true 
Cuſtomer for 'em. 


Knoc. How much is't ? thirty Shillings ? Who's ert 
en 
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der! Ned Win-wife ? and Tom Quarlous, I think 
yes: Gi' me it all, gi” me it all. Maſter Win-wif? ! 
Maſter Quarlous ! will you take a Pipe of Tobacco 
with us? Do not diſcredit me now, Zekzel. : 

Win-w. Do not ſee him; he is the roaring Horſe- 
courſer, pray thee let's avoid him; turn down this 
way. 
ar. Slud, I'll fee him, and roar with him too, 
and he roar'd a loud as Neptune; pray thee go with M I 
Ine. 

Win-w. You may draw me to as likely an Inconve- 
nience, when you pleaſe, as this. | 5 

Juar. Go to then, come along, we ha' nothing to 
do, Man, but to ſee Sights now. 

Knoc. Welcome Maſter Quarlous, and Maſter Win- 
avife ; will you take any Froth and Smoak with us? 

Quar. Yes, Sir; but you'll pardon us if we knew 
not of ſo much Familiarity between us afore, 

Knoc. As what, Sir? | 

Quar. To beſo lightly invited to Smoak and Froth. 

Knoc. A good Vapour ! Will you fit down, Sir? this 
is old Ur las Manſion ; how like you her Bower? here 
you may ha' your Punk and your Pig in State, Sir, 
both piping hot. | "i 

Quar. I had rather ha' my Punk cold, Sir. 

Zufl, There's for me: Punk! and Pig! 


Ur/. What Mooncalf, you Rogue? 
[She calls within. 


Moo. By and by, the Bottle is almoſt off, Miſtreſs ; | W 
here, Maſter Arthur. 9 
Ur/. I'll part you and your Play- fellow there, i' the up 
ded Coat, an you ſunder not the ſooner. thi 
Noc. Maſter Win-wife, you are proud methinks, gr 
you do not talk, nor drink ; are you proud? 3 
Min- au. Not of the Company I am in, Sir, nor thefyY - 


= =  - 2 {S .o.. 


Place, I aſſure you. you 
Kroc. You do not except at the Company, do you F 
are you in Vapours, Sir ? 4 


Moo. Nay, good Maſter Dan. Knockhum, reſpe& m) G 
Miſtreſs's Bower, as you call it; for the Honour of our 
Booth, none o' your Vapours here. 1 
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Ur/. Why, you thin lean Polecat you, and they have 


' a mind to be i' their Vapours, muſt you hinder em? 


what did you know, Vermine, if they would ha' loſt a 

Cloak, or ſuch a Trifle ? muſt you be drawing the Air 

of Pacification here? while I am tormented within i 

the Fire, you Weaſel ? | 

[She comes out with a Fire- brand. 
Moo. Good Miſtreſs, twas in the Behalf of your 

Booth's Credit that I ſpoke. 4 
Urſ. Why! would my Booth ha' broke, if they had 

fal'n out in't, Sir ? or would their Heat ha' fir'd it? In, 

you Rogue, and wipe the Pigs, and mend the Fire, that 
they fall not, or I'll both baſte and roaſt you *till your 

Eyes drop out, like 'em. (Leave the Bottle behind you, 

and be curſt a while.) 

Juar. Body of the Fair! what's this? Mother o' the 

Bawds ? | 
Knac. No, ſhe's Mother o' the Pigs, Sir, Mother o 

the Pigs. 

, * Mother o' the Furies, I think, by her Fire- 
rand. | 
2uar. Nay, ſhe is too fat to be a Fury, ſure ſome 

walking Sow of Tallow ! | 

Win. An inſpir'd Veſſel of Kitchen-ſtuff! 

Quar. She'll make excellent Geer for the Coach- 


; makers here in Smithfiz/d, to anoint Wheels and Axle- 


trees with. [She drinks this while. 
Ur, I, I, Gameſters, mock a plain, plump, ſoft 


'F Wench o' the Suburbs, do, becauſe ſhe's juicy and 


wholeſome ; you muſt ha' your thin pinch'd Ware, pent 
up i' the Compaſs of a Dog-collar (or twill not do) 
that looks like a long lac'd Conger, ſet upright, and a 
green Feather, like Fennel i' the [oll owt. 
Knoc, Well ſaid, Urs, my good U,; to 'em Urs. 
2uar. Is ſhe your Quagmire, Dan. Knockhum ? is this 


your * 
Nig. We ſhall have a Quarrel preſently. | 
Knoc. How, Bog? Quagmire ? foul Vapours! humh! 
Duar, Yes, he that would venture for't, I aſſure him, 


_ might 
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might fink into her, and be drown'd a Week, e' er any 
Friend he had could find where he were. 

Win. And then he would be a Fort'night weighing up 

again. 

yr" "0 Twere like falling into a whole Shire of But- 
ter; they had need be a Team of Dutchmen ſhould draw 
him out. 

Knoc. Anſwer em, Urs, where's thy Bartholomeny 
Wit now, Urs, thy Bartholomew Wit ? 

Ur/. Hang 'em, rotten, roguy Cheaters, I hope to 
ſee em plagu'd one day (pox'd they are already, I am 
ſure) with lean Play-houſe Poultry, that has the Bony 
Rump, flicking out like the Ace of Spades, or the point 
of a Partizan, that every Rib of em is like the Tooth of 
a Saw; and will ſo grate em with their Hips and 
Shoulders, as (take em altogether) they were as good 


lie with a hurdle. 


Quar. Out upon her, how ſhe drips! She's able to 


give a Man the Sweating - ſickneſs with looking on her. 


Ur/. Marry look off, with a patch o' your Face, and 
a dozen i“ your Breech, tho' they be o' Scarlet, Sir. I 
ha' ſeen as fine Out-ſides as either o yours, bring lowſie 
Linnen to the Brokers, ere now, twice a week. 


9Puar. Do you think there may be a fine new Cuck- Þ 
ing-ſtool i'the Fair, to be purchas'd ; one large enough, 


I mean? I know there is a Pond of Capacity for her. 


Ur/. For your Mother, you Raſcal, out you Rogue, you i 
Hedge · bird, you Pimp, you Pannier-man's Baſtard, you. Þ 


Quar. Ha, ha, ha. 


Ur/. Do you ſneer, you Dogs- head, you Trendle Tail! 
you look as you were begotten a' top of a Cart in Har. 
veſt· time, when the Whelp was hot and eager. Go, ſnuff 


after your Brother's Bitch, Mrs. Commodity ; that's the 


Livery you wear, twill be out at the Elbows ſhortly. 


It's time you went to't for the t'other Remnant. 
Knoc. Peace, Urs, Peace, Urs ; they'll kill the poor 
Whale, and make Oil of her. Pray thee go in. | 
 Ur/. I'll ſee *em pox'd firſt, and pil'd, and double pil. 
Win. Let's away, her Language grows greafier than 
zer Pigs. 


Ur/F 


tt > DB 


; with the Pan, Gentlemen. 


the currying of a Couple of Stallions here, that abus d the 
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UV. Does't ſo, Snotty-noſe ? good Lord! are you ſni- 
veling? You were engendred on a She-beggar in a Barn 
when the bald Thraſher, your Sire, was ſcarce warm. 

Win. Pray thee let's go. 

2uar. No, faith? I'll ſtay the end of her now: I 
know ſhe cannot laſt long; I find by her Similies ſhe 


wanes = ; 
Ur/. s ſhe ſo? I'll ſet you gone. Gi' me my 
Pig-pan hither a little, I'll ſcald you hence, an you will 


not go. 


Knoc. Gentlemen, theſe are very ſtrange Vapours! and 
very idle Vapours! I aſſure you. 

__ You are a very ſerious Aſs, we aſſure you. 

noc. Humh ! Aſs? and ſerious ? nay, then pardon me 

my Vapour. I have a fooliſh Vapour, Gentlemen: 
2 Man that does vapour me the Aſs, Maſter Quar- 

* — 

2uar. What then, Maſter Fordan ? 

Knoc. I do vapour him the Lie. 

Quac. Faith, and to any Man that vapours me the 
Lie, I do vapour that. 

Knoc. Nay then, Vapours upon Vapours. 

Edg. Nig. Ware the Pan, the Pan, the Pan, ſhe comes 
God bleſs the Woman, 
[Urgla comes in with the Scalding Pan. 


Ur/. Oh. [ They fight. 
Tra. What's the matter! 1 
Juſt. Goodly Woman! 

Moo. Miſtreſs! [She falls with it. 


Ur/. Curſe of Hell, that ever I ſaw theſe Fiends, oh ! 


I ha' ſcalded my Leg, my Leg, my Leg, my Leg. I 
2 ha' loſt a Limb in the Service] run for ſome Gans and 


Sallad Oil, quickly. Are you underpeering, you Baboon ? 


mp off my Hoſe, an' you be Men, Men, Men. 


Moo. Run you for ſome Cream, good Mother Fore, 
I'll look to your Basket. 
Leath, Beſt fit up i your Chair, Urs/a, Help, Gen- 


tlemen. | 
Knoc. Be of good cheer, Urs, thou haſt hindred me 


good 
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good Race-bawd o' Smithfield; twas time for em to go. 
Nig. IT'faith, when the Pan came, they had made you 
run elſe. (This had been a fine time for purchaſe, if Y 


you had ventur'd.) ſe 
Ea. Not a whit, theſe Fellows were too fine to carry Þ © 
Mony. & 


Knoc. Nightingale, get ſome help to carry her Leg out 
© the Air; take off her Shooes; body o' me, ſhe has T 
the Mallanders, the Scratches, the Crown Scab, and the 
Quitter Bone i' the tother Leg. | 

Ur/. Oh, the Pox! why do you put me in mind o' e 
my Leg thus, to make it prick and ſhoot? would you | 
ha' me i' the Hoſpital afore my time? ; 

Knoc. Patience, Urs, take a good Heart, tis but a m 
Bliſter as big as a Windgall ; III take it away with 


the] white of an Egg, a little Honey and Hog's greaſe, . wi 
ha' thy Paſterns well roll'd, and thou ſhalt pace again ho 


by to morrow. T'll tend thy Booth, and look to thy Af- 
fairs the while: Thou ſhalt fit i“ thy Chair, and give 
Directions, and ſhine Ur/a major. 


SCENE VI. g 
Fuſtice, Edgworth, Nightingale, Cotes, Waſpe, Miſtreſs N 


Owerdo, Grace. 

Fuſft. Theſe are the Fruits of Bottle Ale and To- 
bacco! the Fome of the one, and the Fumes of the other 
Stay young Man, and deſpiſe not the Wiſdom of theſe 
few Hairs that are grown gray in care of thee. 4 

Edg, Nightingale, ſtay a little. Indeed I'll hear ſome 
o' this! ; 

Cok. Come, Numps, come, where-are you ? Welcome 
into the Fair, Miſtreſs Grace. 

Edg. slight, he will call Company, you ſhall ſee, and 
put us into doings preſently. ö 

Juſt. Thirſt not after that frothy Liquor, Ale: for Þ 
who knows when he openeth the Stopple, what may be 
in the Bottle? Hath not a Snail, a Spider, yea, a Neuft Þ? | 
been found there? thirſt not after it, Youth; thirſt not 
after 1t. i 

Cok. 
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Cob. This is a brave Fellow, Numps, let's hear him. 

Waſp. Sblood, how brave is he? in a garded Coat? 
You were beſt truck with him, e'en ſtrip, and truck pre- 
ſently, it will become you, why will you hear him, be- 


* cauſe he is an Aſs, and may be a-kin to the Coke/es. 


are rotted, the Liver ſpotted, the 
| back-fide of the Pig-woman's Booth here, and the whole 
Body within black as her Pan you ſaw e'en now without. 


Cok. O, good Numps. 
Juſt. Neither do thou luſt after that tawney Weed 


| Tobacco. 


Cok. Brave words! 
Juſt. Whoſe Complexion is like the Indian's that 


vents it! 


Cok. Are they not brave Words, Siſter ? | 
Fuſt. And who can tell, if before the gathering and 


making up thereof, the Alligarta hath not piſs'd thereon ? 


Waſp. Heart let em be brave words, as brave as they 
will ! and they were all the brave Words in a Country, 
how then? will you away yet? ha' you enough on him? 
Miſtreſs Grace, come you away, I pray you, be not you 
acceſſary. If you do loſe your Licence, or ſomewhat 


elſe, Sir, with liſtning to his Fables, ſay Namps is a 


Witch, with all my heart, do, ſay ſo. 
Cok. Avoid i' your Sattin Doublet, Numps. 
Fuſt. The creeping Venom of which ſubtle Serpent, 


” as lome late Writers affirm, neither the cutting of the 
perillous Plant, nor the drying of it, nor the lighting 
or burning, can any way periway or aſſwage. 


Cok. Good i' faith! is't not, Siſter ? 
Fuſt. Hence it is that the _ of the Tobacconiſt 
rain ſmoak'd like the 


Cok. A fine Similitude that, Sir, did you ſee the Pan? 

Ede. Yes, Sir. | 

Juſt. Nay, the hole in the Noſe here, of ſome To- 
bacco-takers, or the Third Neſtril, (if I may ſo call it) 
which makes that they can vent the Tobacco out, like 
the Ace of Clubs, or rather the Flower. de- Lice, is cauſed 
from the Tobacco, the meer Tobacco! when the poor 
innocent Pox, having nothing to do there, is miſerably 


and moſt unconſcionably ſlander'd. 


40 * 


Co. 
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Cok. Who would ha' miſs'd this, Siſter ? mM 
Over. Not any Body but Numps. al 
Co. He does not underſtand. V 
Edg. Nor you feel. He picketh his Purſe. ta 


Cok. What would you have, Siſter, of a Fellow that T 
knows nothing but a Basket-hilt, and an old Fox in't? 
the beſt Muſick i' the Fair will not move a Log. 

Edg. In, to Urs la, Nightingale, and carry her com- 
fort: ſee it told. This Fellow was ſent to us by For- 


tune, for our firſt Fairing. 

Juſt. But what ſpeak I of the Diſeaſes of the Body, Þ 7: 
Children of the Fair? 

Cok. That's to us, Siſter. Brave i' faith! 

Fuſt. Hark, O you Sons and Daughters of Smithfield ! de 
and hear what Malady it doth the Mind: It cauſeth ar 
ſwearing, it cauſeth ſwaggering, it cauſeth ſnuffling and Si 
fnarling, and now and then a hurt. | 
Oder. He hath ſomething of Maſter Owverdo, me- 
thinks, Brother. KEE 
Col. So methought, Siſter, very much of my Bro- 
ther Owverdo : And 'tis when he ſpeaks. 

Fuft. Look into any Angle o Town, (the Streighte, 
or the Bermuda s where the quarreling Leſſon is read, 
and how do they entertain the time, but with Bottle- 
Ale and Tobacco? The Lecturer is o' one fide, and his 
Pupils o' the other; but the Seconds are ſtill Bottle-Ale 

and Tobacco, for which the Lecturer reads, and the 
Novices pay. Thirty Pound a Week in Bottle-Ale! 
Forty in Tobacco! and ten more in Ale again. And 
then ſor a Suit to drink in, ſo much, and (that being 
ſlaver'd) ſo much for another Suit, and then a Third 


3 Suit, and a Fourth Suit! And ſtill the Bottle-Ale ſlaver- this 
m4 eth, and the Tobacco ſtinketh. Fou 
Waſp. Heart of a Mad-man ! Are you rooted here? a 

q Will you never away? What can any Man find cut inn ( 
. this bawling Fellow, to grow here for? He is a full at 
bh ' handful higher ſin' he heard him. Will you fix here, will 
and ſet up a Booth, Sir ? = 

Jo I will conclude briefly- Cut 

Waſp. Hold your Peace, you roaring Raſcal, I'll run * 


my 
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my Head i' your Chaps elſe. You were beſt build a Booth, 
and entertain him z make your Will, and you ſay the 
Word, and him your Heir! Heart, I never knew one 
taken with a Mouth of a Peck afore. By this Light, 
I'll carry you away o' my Back, and you will not come. 
[ He gets him up on pick pack, 

Col. Stay, Numps, ſtay, jet me down: I ha' loit my 


Purſe, Numps, O my Purſe ! One o' my fine Purſes is gone. 


Over. Is't indeed, Brother? 
Cok. I, as I am an honeſt man, would I were an er- 


| rant Rogue elſe ! a plague of all roguy damn'd Cut-pur. 
ſes for me. 


Waſp. Bleſs 'em with all my Heart, with all my Heart, 


do you ſee! Now, as I am no Infidel, that I know of, I 


am glad on't. I, I am, (here's my Witneſs) do you ſee, 
* Sir? I did not tell you of his Fables, I? no, no, I am 


* a dull Malt-horſe I, I know nothing. Are you not 


| juſtly ſerv'd, i“ your Conſcience now? ſpeak i” your Con- 
* ſcience. Much good do you with all my Heart, and his 


good Heart that has it, with all my Heart again. 


Fag. This Fellow is very Charitable, wou'd he had a 


| Purſe too] But 1 muſt not be too bold all at a time. 


Cok. Nay, Numps, it is not my beſt Purſe. 
Waſp. Not your beſt! death! why ſhould it be your 
worſt ? why ſhould it be any, indeed, at all? Anſwer me 


to that, gi' me a Reaſon from you, why it ſhould be any? 
f Sol Nor my Gold, Numps ; I ha' that yet, look here 
* elle, Siſter. | 


1 


* 


luck, you ſhall ſee a delicate fine Trap to catch the 


x 
4 


Waſp. Why ſo, there's all the feeling he has! 

Over. I pray you, have a better care of that, Brother. 

Cok, Nay, ſo I will, I warrant you; let him catch 
this that catch can. I would fain ſee him get this, look 
you here. 

Waſp. So, ſo, fo, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo, ſo! Very good. 

Cok, I would ha' him come again now, and but offer 
at it. Siſter, will you take notice of a good Jeſt? I 
will put it juſt where th' other was, and it we ha' good 


Cut-purſe nibbling. 
Fag. Faith, and he'll try ere you be out o the Fair. 
Cot, Come, Miſtreſs Grace, prethee be not 2 
C ac 
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for my Miſchance; Sorrow wi' not keep it, Sweet Heart. 
Gra. I do not think on't, Sir. 

Col. Tas but a little ſcurvy white Mony, hang it; 
it may hang the Cut-purſe one day. I ha' Gold left to 
gi' thee a Fairing yet, as hard as the World goes: No- 
thing angers me but that no body here look'd like a 
Cut-purſe, unleſs twere Numps. > 
Wasp. How? I? I look like a Cut purſe ? Death! your 
Siſter's a Cut-purſe ! and your Mother and Father, and 
all your Kin were Cut-purſes ! and here is a Rogue is the 
Bawd o' the Cut-purſes, whom I will beat to begin with, 


They ſpeak all together ; and Waſpe beats the Juſtice, 


Cok, Numps, Numps. - Fuſt, Hold thy Hand, 
Over. Good Mr. Hum- | Child of Wrath, and Heir 
phrey. of Anger, make it not 


Waſp. You are the Pa- | Childermaſs Day in thy 
trico! are you? the Fa- | Fury, or the Feaſt of the 
triarch of the Cut-purſes? | French: Bartholomew, Pa- 
You ſhare, Sir, they ſay, | rent of the Maſſacre. 
let them ſhare this with F 
you. Are you i' your hot fit of Preaching again ? Ill 
cool you. 8 


Fut. Murther, Murther, Murther. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 
Whit, Haggiſe, Briſtle, Leather-head, Traſ. 


vilt not be phitin call, Maſter Offiſher, phat iſh 
a Man te better to liſhen out noyſhes for tee, and tou 


art in an oder orld, bein very ſhuftiſhient noyſhes i 
and gallantſh too, one o' their. brabbleſh would have N 


fed uſh all diſh Fortnight, but tou art ſo buſhy about 
beggerſh ſtill, tou haſt no leſhure to intend ſhentlemen, 
and't be. 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Briflle, 

Bri, Come, come, you told me a Pudding, Toby 


Haggiſe: 


AY, tiſh all gone, now! diſh tiſh, phen tou 


wt ws „ ww a nM rw R9ac 


FF) 


ces 
A 
4 


ut Þ 


Bartholomew Fa I R. 51 


Haggi/e ; a matter of nothing; I am ſure it came to 
nothing! You ſaid, let's go to Ur/ia's, indeed; but 
then you-met the Man with the Monſters, and I could 
not get you from him. An old Fool, not leave ſeeing 
et? 
; Hag. Why, who would ha' thought any body would 
ha“ quarrell'd ſo early; or that the Ale o' the Fair 
would ha' been up ſo ſoon ? | 

Whit. Phy, phat a wo. toeſt tou tink it iſh, 


Man? 


Hag. I cannot tell. 
Whit, Tou art a viſh Vatchman, i'te mean teem. 
Hag. Why, ſhould the Watch go by the Clock, 


or the Clock by the Watch, I pray ? | 


Bri, One ſhould go by another, if they did well, 
Whit. Tou art right now! phen didſt tou ever 
know or hear of a ſhuffiſnient Vatchman, but he did 


tell the Clock, phat buſhineſs ſoever he had? 


Bri. Nay, that's moſt trie, a ſufficient Watchman 


knows what a Clock it is. | | 
Mbit. Shleeping or vaking! aſh well as te Clock 


himſhelf, or te Jack. dat ſhrikes him ! 

Bri. Let's enquire of Maſter Leatherhead, or Fone 
Traſh here. Maſter Leatherhead, do you hear, Ma- 
ſer Leatherhead & 

Whit. If it be a Ledderhead, tiſh a very tick Led- 
derhead, tat ſho muſh noiſh vill not pierſh him. 

Lea. J have a little buſineſs now, good Friends, do 
not. trouble m. | 

Whit. Phat? becauſe o'ty wrought neet Cap, and 
ty Phelvet Sherkin, Man? Phy? I have ſheene tee 
in ty Ledder Sherkin, e'er now, Maſhter o' de Hob- 
by-horſes, as buſhy and ſtately as tou ſheemeſt to be. 

Tra, Why, what an' you have, Captain Whit ? he 
has his choice of Jerkins, you may ſee by that; and 
his Caps too, I aflure you, when he pleaſes to be ei- 
ther ſick or imploy'd. | 

Lea. God-a-mercy Fore, anſwer for me. 

Mit. Away, be not ſheen i' my Company, here be 
Shentlemen, and men of Vorſhip. N 
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Quarkus, Whit, Win-wife, Buß. Jobn, Pure-craft, Win, 


Knockhum, Moon call, Urs la. 
Quar. We had wonderful ill luck, to miſs this Pro- 


logue o the Purſe; but the beſt is, we ſhall have Five 
Aas of him ere Night: He'll be Spectacle enough! 


I'll anſwer for't. 


Whit. O Creeſh ! Duke Quarlaus, how doſht tou? Þ 
tou doſht not know me, I fear? I am te viſheſht man, 
but Juſtiſh Overdo, in all Bartholomew Fair now. Gi 
me Twelve Pence from tee, I vill help tee to a Vife 


vorth Forty Marks for't, and't be. 
Quar. Away, Rogue; Pimp, away. 


Whit. And ſhe ſhall ſhew tee as fine cut o'rke for't, | 


in her Shmock too as tou canfht viſh i'faith ; vilt tou 


have her, Vorſhipful Yin-vife? I vill help tee to her 
here, be an't be, into Pig-Quarter, gi” me ty Twelve 


Pence from tee. 


Win-w. Why, there's Twelve Pence, prey thee wilt | 


thou be gone. 


Whit. Tou art a vorthy Man, and a vorſhipful 


Man ſtill. 
Quar. Get you gone, Raſcal. 
Whit. I do mean it, Man, Prinſh 92 uarlous, if tou 


haſht need on me, tou ſhalt find me here at Ur//a's, I Þ 
vill ſee phat Ale and Punque iſh i te Pigſhty for tee Þ 


bleſs ty good Vorſhip. 
Quar. Look! who comes here? Jobs Little-wwit / 


Win-w. And his Wife, and my Widow, her Mo- | 


ther : the whole Family. 


9 var. 'Slight, you muſt gi' em all Fairings now. 
Win-w. Not I, I'll not fee 'em. 


Juar. They are going a feaſting. What School : 


maſter's that is with em? 
Win-w. That's my Rival, I believe, the Baker ! 


Bu. So, walk on in the middle way, fore-right, turn 
neither to the right hand not to the left ; let not your 
Eyes be drawn aſide with Vanity, nor your Ear with 


Noiſes. 
Bar, O, I know him by that Start! 
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Lea. What do you lack, what do you buy, pretty 


Miſtriſs? a fine Hobby-horſe, to make your Son a 
Tilter? a Drum, to make him a Soldier? a Fiddle, to 
make him a Reveller ? What is't you lack? little Dogs 
_ © for your Daughters? or Babies, Male or Female! 


Buſ. Look not toward them, hearken not; the place 


is Smithfield, or the Field of Smiths, the Grove of Hob- 
* by-horles and Trinkets, the Wares are the Wares of 
Devils, and the whole Fair is the Shop of Satan: They 
are Hooks and Baits, very Baits, that are hung out on 
every fide, to catch you, and to hold you, as it were, 
by the Gills, and by the Noſtrils, as the Fiſher doth ; 
therefore you moſt not look nor turn toward them 
The Heathen Man could ſtop his Ears with Wax againſt 
the Harlot o the Sea; do you the like with your Fin- 
gers againſt the Bells o' the Beaſt. 


Win-w. What flaſhes come from him! 
Quar. O, he has thoſe of his Oven ; a notable hot 


Baker twas when he ply'd the Peel: He is leading his 
Flock into the Fair now. 


Win-w. Rather driving 'em to the Pens; for he will 


let 'em look upon nothing. 


Knoc. Gentlewomen, the Weather's hot; whither 


walk you? Have a care o' your fine Velvet Caps, the 


Fair is duſty. Take a ſweet delicate Booth, with 
| Boughs, here i' the way, and cool your ſelves i the 


Shade; you and your Friends. The beſt Pig and Bot- 


tle Ale i the Fair, Sir. Old Ur//a is Cook, there you 


may read; the Pig's Head ſpeaks it. Poor Soul, ſhe 
has had a Srringbalt, the Maryhinchco ; but ſhe's prettily 
amended, 
[Little-wit is gazing at the Sign; which is the Pig's 
Head, with a large Writing under it. ; 
Whit. A delicate Show-Pig, little Milſtreſs, with 


| ſhiweet Sauce, and Crackling, like de Bay-Leaf i de 


Fire, la! Tou ſholt ha? de clean fide o' de Table-Clot, 


F 
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nnd di Glaſs vaſh'd with phaterſh of Dame Anne gie 


Clare. 


| EL This is fine verily, here be the beſt Pigs, and 


e does roaſt em as well as ever ſhe did, the Pig's 
C 3 EKuoc. 


Head ſays. 
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Knoc. Excellent, excellent Miſtreſs, with Fire of 
Juniper and Roſemary Branches! The Oracle of the 


Pig's Head, that, Sir. | C 
Purec. Son, were you not warn'd of the Vanity of the of 

Eye? Have you forgot the wholeſome Admonition ſo 

ſoon? 


Job. Good Mother, how ſhall we find a Pig, if we do to 
not look about for't ? Will it run off o' the Spit, into our 1 


Mouths, think you, as in Lubberland, and cry, are, we? co 
Baſ. No, but your Mother, religiouſly wiſe, conceiveth ge 
it may offer it ſelf by other means to the Senſe, as by way he 


of Steam, which I think it doth here in-this-Place (Huh, St 
hub) yes, it doth. [Buſy ſcents after it lite a Hound | m 
And it were a Sin of Obſtinacy, great Obſtinacy, high 
and horrible Obſtinacy, to decline or reſiſt the good Ti- 
tillation of the famelick Senſe, which is the Smell. T. 
. "Therezore be bold (hub, huh, huh) follow the Scent. 
Enter the Tens of the Unclean, fer-once, and ſatiefie 
your Wife's Frailiy. Let your frail Wife be ſatisfied; 
your * Mother, and my ſuffering ſelf, will alſo be 
ſatisfied. | 
Job. Come, Vin, as good winny here as go farther, 
and ſee nothing. | : 
Buſ. We ſcape ſo much of the other Vanities, by our 1 ©! 
early entring. | 
Purec. It is an edifying Conſideration. | 
Win. This is ſcurvy, that we muſt come into the Fair, 
and not look ont. 
2h. Win, have patience, Vin, I'll tell you more anon. a] 
Knoc. Moon calſ, entertain within there, the beſt Pig 
i' the Booth, a Pork-like Pig. Theſe are Banbury-bloods, 
o' the ſincere ſtud, come a Pig-hunting. Mit, wait, do 


IM hit, look to your Charge. re” 
Bu). APig prepare preſently, let a Pig be prepared to us. of 
Moon. Slight, who be thee ? 1 
Ur/. Is this the good Service, Jordan, you'd do me? wi 


_ © Knee. Why, Urs? why, Urs? thodit ha' Vapours | mn 
i' thy Leg again preſently, pray thee go in, it may turn 
to the Scratches elle. 

Ur/. Hang your Vapours, they are ſtale, and ſtink 
like you; are theſe the Gueſts o' the Game you promis d 
to fill my Pit withal to day? Kino. 
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Knoc. I, what ail they, Urs ? 

Ur/. Ail they? they are all Sippers, Sippers o' the 
City, they look as they would not drink off two penn'orth 
of Bottle Ale amongſt 'em. 

Moon. A body may read that i' their ſmall printed Ruffs. 

Knoc. Away, thou art a Fool, Urs, and thy Myzncal/ 
too, 1 your ignorant Vapoursnow : Hence, good Gueſts, 
I fay, right Hypocrites, good Gluttons. In, and ſet a 
couple o Pigs o' the Board, and half a dozen of the big- 
gelt Bottles afore em, and call Vit: I do not love to 
hear Innocents abus'd : Fine ambling Hypocrites! and a 
Stone-Puritan with a Sorrel Head and Beard, good 
mouth'd Gluttons : Two to a Pig, away. 

U”/. Are you ſure they are ſuch? 

roc. O' the right Breed, thou ſhalt try 'em by the 
Teeth, Urs; where's this Nit? 

Whit Behold, man, aud joe, what à ster, man 

am ee 

With the Fury of my Sarord. and tbeſgh ing of my Beard, 

1 will nale Ten { houſaud Men afeard. 


Kiee, Well faid, brave it, in, and fear the Ale out 
o' the Bottles into the Bellies of the Brethren, and the Sif- 
ters drink to the Cauſe, and pure Vapours. 

Duar. My Roarer is turn'd Tapſter, methinks. Now 
were a fine time for thee, Min abi, to lay aboard thy 
Widow, thou'lt never be a Maſter of a better Seaſon or 
Place; She that will venturesher fell into the Fair, and 
a Pig- box, will admit any Aſſault, be affar'd of that. 

Win-w. I love not Enterpriſes of that ſuddenneſs tho'. 

Quar. I'Il warrant thee then, no Wife out & the Wi- 
dow's Hundred : If I had but as much Title to her, 
as to have breath'd once on that ftreight Stomacher 
of hers, I would now affure my ſelf to carry her yet, 
ere ſhe went out of S»zizhfie/d. Or ſhe ſhould carry me, 
which were the fitter fight, I confeſs. But you are a 
modeſt Undertaker, by Circumſtances and Degrees; 
come, *tis Diſeaſe in thee, not Ee I ſhould offer 
at ali together. Look, here's the poor Fool again, that 
was ſtung by the Waſp ere while, | 
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SCENE III. 
Juice, Win-wife, Juarlous. 


Ju. Iwill make no more Orations, ſhall draw on 
theſe tragical Concluſions. And I begin now to think, 
that by a ſpecie of collateral Juſtice, Adam Overdo de- 
ſerv'd this beating; for I the ſaid Adam was one Cauſe 
(a By-cauſe) why the Purſe was loſt : and my Wife's 
Brother's Purſe too, which they know not of yet, But 
I ſhall make very good Mirth with it at Supper, (that 
will be the Sport) and put my little Friend, Mr. Humpt- 
rey Vaſßp's Choler quite out of countenance. When, ſit- 
ting at the upper end o' my Table, as I uſe, and drink- 
ing to my Brother Cokes, and Mrs. Alice Overdo, as 1 
will, my Wife, for their good Affection to old Bradley, 
I deliver to em, it was I that was cudgell'd, and ſhew 
'em the Marks. To ſee what bad Events may peep out 
© the Tail of good Purpoſes! The Care I had of that 
civil young Man, I took fancy to this Morning, (and 
have not left it yet) drew me to that Exhortation, which 
drew the Company indeed; which drew the Cut-purſe ; 
which drew the Mony; which drew my Brother Cotes his 
loſs ; which drew on Faſp's Anger; which drew on my 
beating: A pretty Gradation ! and they ſhall ha' it 
i their Diſh i' faith at night for Fruit; I love to be merry 
at my Table. I had thought once, at one ſpecial Blow 
he ga' me, to have revealed my ſelf ; but then (I thank 
thee, Fortitude) I remembzed that a wiſe Man (and who 
is ever ſo great a part o the Commonwealth in himſelt ) 
for no particular Diſaſter ought to abandon a publick good 
Deſign. The Husband manought not, for oneunthank- 
ful Year, to forſake the Plough; the Shepherd ought not 
for one {cab'd Sheep to throw by his Tarbox ; the Pi- 
lot ought not, for one Leak i' the Poop, to quit the Helm; 


nor the Alderman ought not, for one Cuſtard more at a 


Meal, to give up his Cloak; the Conſtable ought not to 
break his Staff, and forſwear the Watch, for one roaring 
Night; nor the Piper o' the Pariſh (uf parwis componere 
magna ſoiebam) to put up his Pipes for one rainy Sunday. 
Theſe are certain knocking Concluſions; out of which, 
I am reſolv d, come what come can, come Beating, come 

| 1 | Impriſon- 
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Impriſonment, come Infamy, come Baniſhment ; nay, 
come the Rack, come the Hurdle, ( welcome all) I will 
not diſcover who I am, till my due time; and yet ſtill, 
all ſhall be, as I faid ever, in Juſtice name, and the 
King's, and for the Commonwealth. 

n. What does he talk to himfelf, and act ſo ſeri- 


ouſly ? poor Fool ! ; 
Quar. No matter what. Here's a freſher Argument, 


intend that. 
SCENE. IV. 


Cotes, Leatherbead, V. aſp, Miſtreſs Overdo, Win-wift, 
Nuarhus, Traſh, Grace. 


Coat. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, come Siſter, here's more 
fine Sights, yet i faith. Gods lid where's Numps ? 

La What do you lack, Gentlemen? what is't you 
buy ? fine Rattles, Drums, Babies, little Dogs, and Birds 
for Ladies? What do you lack? 

Cok. Good honeſt Numps, keep afore, I am ſo afraid 


thou'lt loſe ſomewhat ; my Heart was at my Mouth, 


when I miſt thee. 
Waſp. You were beſt buy a Whip i' your Hand to 
drive me. | 
Co. Nay, do not miſtake, Numps, thou are fo apt to 
miſtake : I would but watch the Goods. Look you now, 


| the treble Fiddle was e'en almoſt like to be loſt. 


Waſp. Pray you take heed you loſe not your ſelf; your 
beſt way were e'en get up and ride for more ſurety. Buy 
2 Token's worth of great Pins, to faſten your ſelf to my 
Shoulder. | 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? fine Purſes, 
Pouches, Pin-caſes, Pipes? What is t you lack? a pair 
- Smiths to wake you i the Morning? or a fine whiſtling 

ird? c 
Cok. Numps, here be finer things than any we ha 
bought by odds ! and more delicate Horſes, a great deal; 


good m—_ ſtay, and come hither. 
Waſp. Will you fcourſe with him? you are in-Smith-- 


field, you may fit your ſelf with a fine eaſie going 


Street-nag, for your Saddle again Michaelmaſi Term, 


do; has he ne'er a little odd Cart for you to make a. 
Carroth 
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Carroch on, i! the Country, with four pyed Hobby. 
horſes? why the Meaſles, ſhould you ſtand here, with 
your Train, CONE of Dogs, Birds, and Babies ? 
you ha' no Children to beſtow em on, ha" you? 
Cok. No, but again I ha' Children, Numps, that's all 
one. | | 

Waſp Do, do, do, do; how many ſhall you have, 
think you? an' I were as you, I'd buy for all my Te- 
nants too, they are a kind o' civil Savages, that will part 
with their Children for Rattles, Pipes, and Knives. 
You were beſt buy a Hatchet or two, and truck with 'em. 

Cox. Good Numps, hold that little Tongue o' thine, 
and ſave ita labour. I am reſolute Bat, thou know'ſt. 

Waſp. A reſolute Fool you are, I know, and a very 
ſufficient Coxcomb ; with all my Heart; nay you have 
it, Sir, and you be angry, Turd i' your Teet, twice; 
(if I ſaid not once afore) and much good do you. 

Vin. Was there ever ſuch a {eli-affliftion, and ſo im- 
pertinent ? 

Quar. Alas! his Care will go nere to crack him, let's 
in and comfort him. 

Map. Would I had been ſet i' the Ground, all but 
the Head on me, and had my Brains bowl'd at, or 
threſh'd out, when firſt I underwent this plague of a 
Charge ! 


Quar. How now, Numps? almoſt tir'd i“ your Protec- 


torſhip? overparted, overparted ? "=P 

Waſp. Why, I cannot tell, Sir, it may be I am; 
does't grieve you ? 8 

Qua r. No, I ſwear does't not, Numps : to fatisfie you. 

Waſp. Numps ? Sblood, you are fine and familiar! 
how long ha' we been acquainted, I pray you? 

Quar. | think it may be remembred, Numps, that? 
was ſince Morning ure. 

Waſp. Why, 1 hope I know't it well enough, Sir, I 
did not ask to be told. 

Quar. No? why then? | 

Waſp. It's no matter why; you ſee with your Eyes, 
now, what I faid to you to day? you'll believe me ano- 
ther time ? | | 


Quar, Are you removing the Fair, Numps ? 


Waſp. 
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Waſp. A pretty Queſtion ! and a very civil one! yes 
faith, I ha” my Lading you ſee, or ſhall have anon; you - 
may know whoſe Beaſt I am by my Burden. If the Pan- 
nier's man's Jack were ever better known by his Loyns 
of Mutton, [I'll be flead, and feed Dogs for him when 
his time comes. . 
Win. How melancholick Miſtreſs Grace is yonder !. 
pray thee let's go enter our ſelves in Grace with her. 
Cok. Thoſe fix Horſes, Friend, I'll have | 
Waſp. How ! | | 
Cok. And the three Jews trumps; and half a dozen o 
Birds, and chat Drum (I have one Drum already) and 
your Suuths; I like that device o your Smiths, very 
pretty well, and tour Halberts and (le* me ſee) that 
= painted great Lady, and her three Women for ſtate, 
11 have. 
Waſp. No, the Shop; buy the whole Shop, it will 
be ben, the Shop, the Shop! | 
Lea. If his Worſhip pleaſe. 
Waſp. Yes, and keep it during the Fair, . Bobchin. 
Cok. Peace, Numps. Friend do not meddle with him, 
an' you be wiſe, and would ſhew your Head above 
board; he will ting thorow your wrought Nightcap, be- 
lieve me. A ſet of theſe Viclins I would buy too,. for a 
delicate young Noiſe I have! the Country, that are e- 
very one a ſize leſs than another, juſt like your Fiddles.. | 
I would fain have a Maſque at my Marriage, now [1 
think on't : but I do want ſuch a number of things. And 
15 will not help me now, and 1 dare not ſpeak to 
im. 
Tra. Will your Worſhip buy any Ginger-bread, very 
good Bread, comfortable Bread ? 
Cok. Ginger-bread! yes, let's ee. 
Waſp. There's the other Sprindge. [ He runs to her Shop. 
Led. Is this well, good . Fore, to nterrupt my Mar- 
ket in the midſt, and call away my Cuitomers? Can you 
anſwer this at the Piepouldres / | 
Tha. Why? if his Maflerſhip has a mind to buy, I 
hope my Ware lies as open as another's ; I may ſhew 
my Ware as well as you yours, 
Cok. Hold your peace; I'll content you both: III buy. 
up his Shop and thy Basket. Waſh. 
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Wafp. Will you i' faith? 

Lea. Why ſhou'd you put him from it, Friend ? 

Waſp. Cry you mercy | you'd be fold too, would you ? 
What's the price on you, Jerkin and all, as you ſtand ? 
ha' you any Qualities ? 

Tra. Yes, Good-man-angry-man, you ſhall find he 
has Qualities if you cheapen him. | 

Waſp. Gods ſo, you ha' the felling of him! what are 
they ? will they be bought for Love or Money ? 

Tra. No indeed, Sir. | 

Waſp. For what then, Victuals? 

Tra. He ſcorns Victuals, Sir; he has Bread and But- 
ter at home, thanks be to God ! and yet he will do 
more for a good Meal, if the Toy take him i' the Belly: 
marry then they muſt not ſet him at lower ends, if they 


do, he'll go away though he faſt. But put him a top o' 


the Table, where his place is, and he'll do you forty 
fine things. He has not been ſent for, and fought out for 
nothing, at your great City-ſuppers, to put down Coriat 
and Cokeley, and been * at for his labour; he'll play 
you all the Puppets i' the Town over, and the Players, e- 
very Company; and his own Company too; he ſpares no 
body | | 

Cok. I' faith? 

Tra. He was the firſt, Sir, that ever baited the Fellow 
! the Bear's Skin, an't like your Worſhip: no Dog ever 
came near him ſince. And for fine Motion 

Cok. Is he good at thoſe too? can he ſet out a Mask 
wow ? 

Tra. O Lord, Maſter! ſought to far and near for his 
Inventions ; and he engroſſes all, he makes all the Pup- 
pets i' the Fair. 

Cok. Do'ſt thou (in troth) old Velvet Jerkin? give 
me thy Hand. 

- Tra. Nay, Sir, you ſhall ſee him in his Velvet Jer- 
kin, and a Scarf too, at Night, when you hear him in- 
terpret Maſter Littleauit's Motion. 

Cok. Speak no more, but ſhut up Shop preſently, 
Friend, I'll buy both it and thee too, to carry down with 
me, and her Hamper beſide. Thy Shop ſhall furniſh 
out the Mask, and hers the Banquet: I cannot go leſs, 

| to 
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to ſet out any thing with credit. What's the price, at a 
word, of thy whole, Caſe, and all as it ſtands? 

Lea. Sir, it ſtands me in Six and twenty Shilling ſeven 
Pence half. penny; beſides three Shillings for my Ground. 

Cok. Well, Thirty Shillings will do all, ! And 
what comes yours to ? | 

Tra. Four Shillings and eleven Pence, Sir, Ground and 
all, an't like your Worſhip. | 

Cok. Yes, it does like my Worſhip very well, poor 


Woman; that Five Shillings more; what a Mask ſhall I 
furniſh out, for forty Shillings? (Twenty Pound Scorch) 


and a Banquet of Ginger - bread? there's a ſtately thing ! 
Numps ? Siſter? and my Wedding Gloves too: ( that 1 
never thought on afore.) All my Wedding Gloves, Gin- 
ger-bread ? O me! what a Device will there be ? tomake 
em eat their Fingers ends! and delicate Brooches for the 
Bridemen, and all? and then I'll ha' this Poeſie put ta 
'em, For the beſt Grace, meaning Miſtreſs Grace, my 
Wedding Poeſie. 
Gra. 7 am beholden to you, Sir, and to your Barthe- 
lum eau Wit. 
Waſp. You do not mean this, do you? Is this your 
firſt Purchaſe? | 
Co. Yes faith; and I do not think, Numps, but 
thou'lt ſay, it was the wiſeſt AQ that ever, I did in my 
Wardſhip. 
Waſp. Like enough! I ſhall ſay any thing, I! 


SCENE V. 
To them, Fuſlice, Edgworth, Nightingale. 

Juſt. I cannot beget a Proje#, with all my political 
| brain yet; my Proje# is how to fetch off this proper 
young Man from his debaucht Company: I have fol- 
' lowed him all the Fair over, and ftill I find him with 
| this Songſter: And I begin ſhrewdlg to ſuſpe their Fa- 
| miliarity ; and the young Man of a terrible taint, Poetry ! 

with which idle Diſeaſe if he be infected, there's no hope 
of him, in a State-courſe, Actum ef, of him for a Com- 
mon- wealths-man; if he go to't in Rime once. 
| Eds. Vonder he is buying o Gingebread ; ſet in quick. 
ly, before he part with too much of his Mony. 

Nig, 
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Mig. My Maſters and Friends, and good People, draau 
near, &c. [Cok. #uns i tbe Ballad Man, 

Co. Ballads! hark, hark, pray thee, Fellow, itay a 

little; good Numps, look to the Goods. What Ballads 


haſt thou ? let me ſee, let me ſee my ſelf. 
Waſp. Why ſo! he's flown to another Lim-buſh, 


there he will flatter as long more; till he ha' ne'cr a Fea- 


ther left. Is there a vexation like this, Gentlemen? will 
you believe me now, hereafter ? ſhall I have Credit with 
vou? | A aq 42 | 45 | 
Quar. Yes faith ſnalt thou, Numps, and thou art wor- 
thy on't, for thou ſweateſt fort. I never faw a young 
Pimp-errant aud his Squire better matech'd. | 
Ni-. Faith, the Siſter comes after em well too. 

Gra. Nay, if you ſaw the Juſtice her Hasband, my 
Guardian, you were fitted for the Mefs, he is ſuch a wile 
one in his way | | 
© Win-w. I wonder we Tee him not here. | 

Gra. O! he is too ſerious for this Place, and yet better 
Sport then than the other three, I aſſure you, Gentlemen, 
where-e'er he is, though't be o' the Bench. | 
Co. How doſt thou call it? A Caveat againſt Cut- 
purſes! a good Jeſt i' faith, I would fain fee that Dæ- 
mon, your Cut-purſe you talk of, that delicate handed 
Devil; they ſay he walks hereabout; I would fee him 
walk now. Look you Siſter, here, here, [ He heavy his 
Purſe boaftingly.] let him come, Siſter, and welcome. 
Ballad man, does any Cut-purſes haunt hereabout ? pray 
thee raiſe me one or two; begin and he me one. 

Nig. Sir, this is a Spell againit em, ſpick and ſpan 
new ; and tis made as twere in mine own Perſon, and 
I ſing it in mine own defence. But it will coſt a Pen- 
ny alone if you buy it. | 

Cok. No matter tor the price, thou doſt not know 
me, I ſee, I am and Bartholomew. 

Owe. Has't a ane Picture, Brother? 

Cok. O Siſter, do you remember the Ballads over the 
Nurſery-chimney. at home o my own' paſting up; there 
be brave Pictures, other manner of Pictures than thele, 
Friend. 

Waſp. Yet theſe will ſerve to pick the Pictures out o 
your Pockets, you ſhall ſee, . Cek. 


Col. So I heard em ſay. Pray thee mind him not, 
Fellow; he'll have an Oar in every thing. | 
Ng. It was intended, Sir, as if a Purſe ſhould chance 
to be cut in my Preſence, now, I may be blameleſs tho' ; 
as by the Sequel will more plainly appear. 
i- Cok. We ſhall find that i the matter. Pray thee begin, 

Nig. To the Tune of Paggington's Pound, Sir. | 

Col. Fa, la la la, la la la, fa la la la. Nay, Tl put 
thee in tune and all ! Mine own Country Dance ! Pray 
thee begin. | * : 

Nig. It is a gentle Admonition, you muſt know, Sir, 
both to the Purſe cutter and the Purſe-bearer. 

Cok. Not a word more, out of the Tune, an' thou 
lov'ſt me: Fa, la la la, la la la, fa la la la. Come, 
when? ve | 
Nig. My Maſters, and Friends, and good People draw 

near, 
And look to your Purſes for that I do ſay; 

Cok. Ha, ha, this chimes! Good Counſel at firſt daſh. 

Nig. And tho little Mony in them you do bear, 

It coft more to get, than to loſe in a Day. [Cok, Good! 
You oft have been told, 2 | 
Both the Young and the Old, 
And bidden beware o the Cut-purſe fo bold. 
f Cok. Well ſaid! he were to blame that would not ? 
ain. . | | 

Nig. Then if you take heed not, free me from the Curſe, 
bo beth give you warning, for, and the Cut-pur/e. 
Laut, Youth, thou hadft better been flarv'd by thy Nurſs, 
Than live to be hang'd for cutting a Purſe. 

Coz. Good i' faith, how ſay you, Namps ? is there 
any harm i' this? | 

Nig. It hath been upbraided to Men of my Trade, 


| That oftentimes wwe are the Cauſe of this Crime ; 


Cole. The more Coxcombs they that did it, J wufle. 
Nig. Alack and for Pity, why ſhould it be aid? 


As if they regarded or Places or Time. 


Examples have been 
Of ſome that were ſeen 
In Weſtminſter Hall, yea the Pleaders between ; 
Den why ſhould the Fudges be free from this Curſe, 


More than my poor Jeff for cutting the Purſe ? Col. 
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Cok. God a mercy for that! why ſhould they be more 

free indeed ? 1 | 

Ni 7 8 cuth, Youth, thou hadft better been ftarv'd by thy Þ 4 

1 

Than live to be bang d for cutting a Purſe. | * 
Cat. That again, good Ballad- man, that again. O 

rare! I would fain rub mine Elbow now, but 3 not 7 
l out my hand. On I pray thee ; he that made this 

d, ſhall be Poet to my Mask. | ft 

[ He fings the burden with him. 4 

Nig. 7 Worc' ſter i known well, and even i the : 

Jai, $583 
A Knight of good worſhip did there fhew his Face : 
Agai uf the foul Sinners, in zeal for to rail, 
of 


And bt (ipſo facto) bis Purſe in the place. = 
Cot. Is it poſſible? 3 
Nig. Nay, once from the Seat 
| Of Fudgment jo great | * 
A Fudge there did laſe @ fair Pouch of Velvet. 
Cok. I'faith ? 9 
Nigh. O Lord for thy Mercy, bow wicked or worſe, 
"Are thoſe that fo venture their Necks for a Purſe! V 


Youth, Youth, &c. 

Cod. Touth, Youth, &c. Pray thee ſtay a little, Friend; 
ur thy Conſcience, Numps, ſpeak, is there any harm 0 
i“ this? 

Waſp. To tell you true, tis too good for you, leſs 

had grace to follow it. 

Juft. It doth diſcover Enormity, Fl mark it more: 
I ha” not lik d a paltry piece of Poetry ſo well a good 7 
while. . 

Cok. Youth, Youth, Cc. where's this Youth now ? 
A man muſt call upon him for his own good, and yet 
he will not appear. Look here, here's for him; 4 
Handy-dandy, which Hand will he have ? On, I pray 
thee, with the reſt ; I do hear of him, but I cannot ſee 
him, this Maſter oath, the Cut-purſe. : 

[He ſrewws his Purſe. F; 

Nig. At Plays, and at Sermons, and at the Seſſions, 1 
"Tis daily their Practice ſuch Booty to make ; 

Yea, under the Gallows at Executions, | 
They flick not the Stare-about Purſes to take, Nay 
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Nay one without grace, 
At a better place, 
At Court, and in Chriſtmas, before the King's Face. 

Cok. That was a fine Fellow! I would have him 
now, 

Nig. Alack then for Pity muſi I bear the Curſe, 
That only belongs to the cunning Cut-pur/e ? 

Cok. But where's their Cunning now, when they 
ſhould uſe it? they are all chain'd now, I warrant you. 
Youth, Youth, thou hadſt better, &c. The Rat-catchers 
Charms are all Fools and Aſſes to this! A Pox on 'em, 
that they will not come ! that a Man ſhould have ſuch 
a deſire to a thing, and want it. 


2uar. Fore God I'd give half the Fair, and 'twere 


mine, for a Cut-purſe for him to ſave his longing, 
[ He ſhews his Purſe again. 

Cok. Look you, Siſter, here, here, where is't now? 
which Pocket is't in, for a Wager? 

Waſp. I beſeech you leave your Wagers, and let him 
end his Matter an't may be. 

Cok. O, are you edified, Numps ? 

Juſt. Indeed he do's interrupt him too much: There 


Numps ſpoke to Purpoſe. | 
Ck Siſter, I * Aſs, I cannot keep my Purſe: 
On, on, I pray thee, Friend. A ain. 
[Edgworth gets up to him, and tickles him in the 
Ear awith a Straw twice ta draw his Hand 
out of his Packet. f 
Nig. But O, you vile Nation of Cut-> Win-w.Will 
purſes all, ou ſee ſport? 
Relent and repent, and amend and be | look there's a 
found, | fellow gathers 
And know that you ought not, by Bone up to him, 
Mens fall, mark, 
Advance your own Fortunes, to die abovu | | 
Ground ; | 5 N 
And though you go ga i faith! 8 
In Silks, as you 2 N has lighted on 
It is _ the high way to Heaven, (as | the wrong 
the 0 | . 
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Repent then, repent you, for better, for) Win-av. He 


wworſ/e, has it, fore 
And Riſs not the Gallows for cutting a , God he is 2 
Purſe. | > brave Fellow; 


Youth, Youth, thou hadjt better been 
ard by thy Nurſe, | 
Than live to be bang d for cutting a Parſe. 

All. An excellent Ballad! An excellent Ballad ! 

Ede. Friend, let me ha' the firſt, let me ha' the 
firſt, I pray you. 

Cob. Pardon me, Sir; firſt come firſt ſerv'd ; and [ll 

buy the Whole Bundle tod. 

Wiz. That Conveyance was better than all, did you 
ſee't? he has given the Parſe to tue Ballad Singer. 

Quar. Has he? 

Es. Sir, I cry you merey. I'll not hi — the poor 
Man's Profit; pray you miſtake me not. 

C9+. Sir, I take you for an koatit Gentleman; if 
that be miſtaking, I met you to day afore: ha! humh ! 
O God! my Purſe is gone, my Purſe; my Purſe, Wc. 

Has. Come do not make à Stir, and cry your ſelf 
ah Aſs thorow the Fair afore your time. 

Col. Why, haſt thou it, Numps ? good Numps, how 
came you by it, I marl? 

Waſp. I pray you ſeek ſome other Gameſter to play 
the Fool with; you may loſe it time enough, for all your 
Fair Wit. 

Cob. By this good Hand, Glove and all, I ha', loſt. it 
already if thou haſt it not; feel elſe, and Miſtreſs Grace 
e too, out 0 the t'other Pocket. 

Waſp. Why, "tis well, very well, exceeding pretty 
and well. 

Edg. Are you ſure you ha' loſt it, Sir ? 

Cok. O God?! yes, as I am an honeſt Man, I had it 
but &en now, at Youth, Youth. 

I N 14 J hope you ſuſpect not me, Sir ? 
e 


pity he ſhould 
be detecled. 


Thee ? that were a Jeſt indeed ! Doſt won thigh 
ntleman is fooliſh ? where hadſt thou Hands, I 
py thee? Pr Aſs, away. 
be beaten again, if 1 be ſpy'd. 
. . I ſuſpe& an odd Fellow, vonder, is ſteal- 
ing away. Ove. 
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Ove. Brother, it is the preaching Fellow ! you ſhall 
ſuſpe& him. He was at your t'other Purſe, you know! 
Nay ſtay, Sir, and view the Work you ha' done, an' 
you be benefic'd at the Gallows, and preach there, thank 
your own Handy-work. | 

Csk. Sir, you ſhall take no Pride in your Preferment, 
you ſhall be filenc'd quickly. | 

Fuſt. What do you mean, ſweet Buds of Gentility ? 

Cok. To ha' my Penyworths out on you : Bud, no lefs 


than two Purſes a Day ſerve you? I thought you a ſimple 


Fellow when my Man Numps beat you i the Morning, 
and pitied you. en | L 
Ode. So did I, Til be fworn, Brother; but now I 
ſee he is a lewd and pernicious Enormity (as Mafter 
Overdso calls him.) 

Full, Mine own Words turn'd upon me like Swords. 

Coz. Cannot a Man's Purſe be quiet for you 1 the 
Matter's Pocket, but pcu muſt intice it forth and de- 
baucli it ? 

Waſp. Sir, Sir, keep your Debauch, and your ſine 
Barthotymew Terms to your ſelf, and make as much on 
'em as you pleaſe. But gi' me this from you i' the 
mean time; I beſeech you, fee if 1 can look to this. 

* _ [Waſp takes the Licence from him. 

Cok. Why, Numps s 

Waſp. Why? becauſe you are an Aſs, Sir, there's a 
Reaſon the ſhorteſt way, an' you will needs ha' it; now 
you ha' got the Trick of loſing, you'd loſe your Breech 
an *twere looſe. I know you, Sir, come, deliver, you'll 
go and crack the Vermine you breed now, will you? 
'tis very fine, will you ha' the Truth on't? they are 
fuch retchleſs Flies as you are, that blow Cut-purſes 
abroad in every Corner; your fooliſh having of mony 
makes em. An' there were no wiſer than I, Sir, the 
Trade ſhould lye open for you, Sir, it ſhould i' faith, Sir, 
I would teach your Wit to come to your Head, Sir, 
as well as your Land to come into your Hand, I do af- 
ſure you, Sir. | 3 

Win. Alack, good Numps. 

Haß. Nay, Gentlemen, never pity me, I am not 
worth it: Lord, ſend me at home once to Harrow d the 


Hill 
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Hill again, if I travel any more, call me Coriat with all 
my Heart. | 

Quar. Stay, Sir, I muſt have a Word with you in 
private, Do you hear. 

Edg. With me, Sir? what's your Pleaſure, good Sir? 

Quær. Do not deny it, you are a Cut-purlſe, Sir, 
this Gentleman here and I faw you: Nor do we mean 
to detect you (though we can ſufficiently inform our 
felves toward the Danger of concealing you) but you muſt 
do us a piece of Service. 

Edg. Good Gentlemen, do not undo me; Iam a civil 
young Man, and but a Beginner indeed. 

2uar. Sir, your Beginning ſhall bring on your End- 
ing for us. We are no Catch-poles nor Conſtables. 
That you are to undertake is this ;] you ſaw the old 
Fellow with the Black Box here ? 

Eag. The little old Governor, Sir? 

Jer, That ſame: I ſee you have flown him to a 
mark already. I would ha' you get away that Box 
from him, and bring] it us. 

4. Wou'd you ha' the Box and all, Sir, or only 
that that is in't? I'll get you that, and leave him the Box 
to play with ſtill (which will be the harder o the two) 
becauſe I would gain your Worſhip's good Opinion of 
—_ 8 
Win-v. He ſays well, tis the greater maſtery, and 
"will make the more ſport when tis miſt. 

Egg. I, and 'twill be the longer a miſſing, to draw 
on the Sport. 

Quar. But look you do it now, Sirrah, and keep your 
Word, or 

Edg. Sir, if ever I break my Word with a Gentle- 
man, may I never read Word at my need. Where ſhall 
I find you? | 

Laar. Somewhere i' th' Fair, hereabouts. Diſpatch 
it quickly. I would fain ſee the careful Fool deluded ! Of 
all Beaſts, I love the ſerious Aſs; he that takes pains to 
be one, and plays the Fool with the greateſt Diligence 
that can be. 

Gra. Then you would not chuſe, Sir, but love my 
Guardian, Juſtice Owerdo, who is anſwerable to that 
' Deſcription in every Hair of him. Quar. 
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Quar. So J have heard. But how came you, Miſtreſs 
Wethorn, to be his Ward, or have Relation to him at 
firſt ? , 

Gra. Faith, through a common Calamity he bought 
me, Sir; and now he will marry me to his Wite's 
Brother, this wiſe Gentleman that you ſee, or elſe I 
muſt pay Valueo' my Land. 

2war. 'Slid, is there no Device of Diſparagement, or 
ſo? Talk with ſome crafty Fellow, ſome Picklock o' the 
Law ! Would I had ſtudied a year longer i“ the Inns of 
Court, and't had been but i“ your Caſe. 

Min. au. I, Maſter Quarluus, are you proffering? 

Gra. You'd bring but little Aid, Sir. 

Win-w. (I'll look to you i” faith, Gameſter.) An 
unfortunate fooliſh Tribe you are fal'n into, Lady, I 
wonder you can endure 'em. 

Gra. Sir, they that cannot work their Fetters off 
muſt wear 'em. 

Win-w. You ſee what care they have on you, to 
leave you thus. 

Gra. Faith the ſame they have of themſelves, Sir. I 
cannot greatly complain, if this were all the Plea I had 
againſt 'em. | 

Win. "Tis true! but will you pleaſe to withdraw with 
us a little, and make them think they have loſt you. I 
hope our manners ha' been ſuch hitherto, and our Lan- 
guage, as will give you no cauſe to doubt your. ſelf in 
our Company. . | 

Gra. Sir, I will give my ſelf no cauſe; I am fo ſe- 
cure of mine own manners, as I ſuſpe& not yours. 

2uar. Look where Fohn Little-wit comes. 

Win-w. Away, I'll not be ſeen by him 

2uar. No, you were not beſt, he'd tell his Mother, 


the Widow. 


Ni-. Heart ! what do you mean? 


QAuar. Cry you mercy, is the Wind there? Muſt not 
the Widow be nam'd ? 


SCENE VI. 


Jobn, Win, Traſh, Leatherhead, Knockbum, Buß, 
Purecraft. | 


Jab. Do you hear, Win, Nin? Win, 
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Win: What ſay you, Jobn? 

Job. While they are paying the Reckoning, Vir, 
I'll telt you a Thing, Vin; we ſhall never ſee any Sights 
i'the Fair, Win, except you long ſtill, Vin; good Min, 
ſweet Win, long to ſome Hobby -horſes, and ſome Drums, 
and Rattles, and Dogs, and ſine Devices, Vin. The 
Bull with the five Legs, Vin; and the great Hog. Now 
you ha' begun with Pig, you may long for any thing, 
Hin, and io for my motion, Hz. 
Min. But we ſa not eat o' the Bull and the Hog, 
Fohn; how ſhall I long then? 

Job. O yes, Win: You may long to ſee, as well as 
to taſte, Vin. How did the Pothecary's Wife, Vin, 
that long'd to ſee the Anatomy, Win? or the Lady, 
Vin, that deſir d to ſpit i' the great Lawyer's Mouth, 
after an eloquent Pleading ? I aſſure you, they long'd, 
i in; good Vin, go in, and long. 

Tra. I think we are rid of our new Cuſtomer, Bro- 
ther Leather-head, we ſhall hear no more of him. 

(They plot to be gone. 

Lea. All the better; let's pack up all, and be gone, 
before he find us. 

Tra. Stay a little, yonder comes a Company; it may 

be we may take ſome more mony. 
Knee. Sis, I will take your Counſel, and cut my Hair, 
and leave Vapours: I ſee that Tobacco, and Bottle-Ale 
and Pig, and Vbit, and very Cre la herſelf is all Va- 
nit 7. . | 

By: Only Pig was, not. comprehended in my Admo- 
nition,. the reſt were: For long Hair, it is an Enſign of 
Pride, a Banner; and the World is full of thoſe Ban- 
ners, very full of Banners. And Bottle-Ale is a Drink 
of Satan's, a. Diet. drink of Satan's deviſed to puff us 
up, and make us ſwell in this latter Age of Vanity; 
as the Smoke of Tobacco, to keep us in Miſt and Er. 
ror: But the fleſhly. Woman (which you call VV /a): is 
above all to be avoided, having the Marks upon her of 
the three Enemies of Man; the. World, as being in the 
Fair; the Devil, as being in the Fre; and the Fleſh, 
as being herſelf. | 

Pur. Brother Zealof-the-Land ! what ſhall we = 

| FUL | y 
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My Daughter Win-the-fight. is fall'n into her Pit of 


Longing again. | | 
Buſ. For more Pig? There is no more, is there? 
Pur. To ſee ſome Sights i' the Fair. 

Bu/. Siſter, let her fly the Impurity of the Place 
ſwiftly, leſt ſhe partake of the Pitch thereof. Thou art 
the Seat of the Beaſt, O Smithfield, and I will leave 
thee. Idalatry peepeth out on every Side of thee: 

Kroc. An excellent right Hypocrite! Now. his Belly 
is full, he falls a railing and kicking, the Jade. A 
very good Vapour! I'Il in, and joy La, with telling 
how her Pig works ; two and a half he eat to his Share; 
and he has drunk a Pail-full. He eats with his Eyes, 
as well as his Teeth. 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? What is't you 
buy? Rattles, Drums, Babies 2144 

Buſ. Peace with thy Apocryphal Ware, thou pro- 
fane Publican; thy Bells, thy Dragons, and thy Tobies 
Dogs. Thy Hobby- horſe is an Idol, a very Idol, a 
fierce and rank Idol; and thou, the Nebuchadnexxar, 
the proud Nebuchadnezzar of the Fair, that ſett'ſt it up, 
for Children to fall down to, and worſhip. 

Lea. Cry you mercy, Sir; will you buy a Fiddle to 
fill up your Noiſe? | IS 

Joh. Look, Win, do, look a God's Name, and fave 
your Longing, Here be fine Sights. 

Pur. I, Child, ſo you hate em, as our Brother Zea! 
does, you may look on 'em. 

Lea. Or what do you ſay to a Drum, Sir? 

Buſ. It is the broken Belly of the Beaſt, and thy. Bel- 


lows there are his Lungs, and theſe Pipes are his 


Throat, thoſe Feathers are of his Tail, and thy Rattles 
the Gnaſhing of his Teeth. 
Tra. And what's my Gingerbread, I pray you ? 
Buſ. The Provender that pricks him up. Hence with 
thy Basket of Popery, thy Neſt of Images, and whole 
Legend of Ginger-work. - 
Lea. Sir, if you be not quiet the quicklier, I'll ha” 


you clapp'd fairly by the Heels, for diſturbing the Fair. 


Buſ. The Sin of the Fair provokes me, I cannot be 
| Pur. 
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Pur. Good Brother Zeal / 
Lea. Sir, I'll make you filent, believe it. 
Fob. I'd give a Shilling you could, i faith, Friend. 


Lea. Sir, give me your Shilling, III give you my 
Shop, if I do not; and [I'll leave it in Pawn with you i 


the mean time. | 
Job. A Match, i' faith; but do it quickly then. 
Buſ. Hinder me not, Woman. [He ſpeaks to the Mi. 
#ow.] I was mov'd in Spirit, to be here this Day, in this 
Fair, this wicked and foul Fair; and fitter may it be 
called a Foul than a Fair; to proteſt againſt the Abuſes 
of it, the foul Abuſes of it, in regard of the afflicted 
Saints, that are troubled, very much troubled, exceeding- 
ly troubled, with the opening of the Merchandiſe of Ba. 
bylon- again, and the peeping of Popery upon the Stalls 
here, here, in the High Places. See you not Goldylochs, 
the Purple Strumpet there, in her yellow Gown and 
green Sleeves? the prophane Pipes, the tinkling Tim- 
brels ? A Shop of Relicts ! 
. Fob. Pray you forbear, I am put in truſt with 'em. 
Baſ. And this idolatrous Grove of Images, this Flas- 
ket of Idols, which I will pull down —— 
[ Overthrows the Gingerbread, 
(Tra. O my Ware, my Ware, God bleſs it.) 
Buſ. In my Zeal, and Glory to be thus exercis'd. 
| [ Leatherhead enters avith Officers, 
. Lea. Here he is, pray you lay hold on his Zeal ; we 
cannot ſell a Whiſtle for him in Tune. Stop his Noiſe 
firſt. 30-07 
Buſ. Thou can'ſt not; tis a ſanified Noiſe. I will 
make a loud and moſt ſtrong Noiſe, till I have daunted 
the prophane Enemy. And for this Cauſe — 
Lea. Sir, here's no Man afraid of you, or your Cauſe. 
You ſhall ſwear it i' the Stocks, Sir. 
Buſ. I will thruſt my ſelf into the Stocks, upon the 
Pikes of the Land. | 
Lea. Carry him away. 
Pur. What do you mean, wicked Men? 
Bu. Let them alone, I fear them not. 
Job. Was not this Shilling well ventur'd, Vin, for our 
Liberty? Now we may go play, and ſeeſ over the aac 
where 
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where we liſt our ſelves ; my Mother is gone after him, 
and let her e'n go, and loſe us. 
Win. Yes, John; but I know not what to do. 

Foh. For what, Win? | 185 | 

Win. For a thing I am aſhamed to tell you, i' faith; 
and tis too far to go home. 

Job. I pray thee be not aſham'd, Vin. Come, i“ 
faith, thou ſhalt not be aſham'd : Is it any thing about 
the Hobby-horſe Man ? an't be, ſpeak freely. 

Vin. Hang him, baſe Bobchin, I ſcorn him; no, I 
have very great, what ſha' call um, John. 

Job. O! Is that all, Vin? We'll go back to Cap- 
tain Fordan, to the Pig-woman's, Vin, he'll _ Us, 
or ſhe, with a Dripping pan, or an old Kettle, or ſome- 
thing. The poor, greaſie Soul loves you, Vin; and 
after we'll viſit the Fair all over, in, and fee my 
Puppet play, Vin; you know 'tis a fine Matter, Vin. 

Lea. Let's away ; I counſell'd you to pack up a- 
fore, Fone. - 

Tra. A Pox of his Bed/am Purity. He has ſpoil'd 
half my Ware: But the belt is, we loſe nothing, if we 
miſs our firſt Merchant. 

Lea. It ſhall be hard for him to find, or know us, 
when we are tranſlated, Fore. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Trouble. all, Briftle, Haggiſe. Cokes, Fuftice, Pocher, 
Buh, Purecraſt. 


Tro. Y Maſters, I do make no doubt, but you 
are Officers. 
Bri. What then, Sir? 
Tro. And the King's loving and obedient Subjects. 
Bri, Obedient, Friend? Take heed what you ſpealk, 
I adviſe you; Oliver Briſile adviſes you. His loving 
Subjects, we grant you; but not his obedient, at this 
ume, by your Leave; we know our ſelves a little bet- 
ter than ſo ; we are to command, Sir, and ſuch us you 
are to be obedient. Here's 3 of his obedient Subjects go- 
ing 
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ing to the Stocks; and we'll make you ſuch another, 
if you talk. 

Tro. You are all wiſe enough i' your Places, I know. 

Bri. If you know it, Sir, why do you bring it in 
Queſtion ? 

Tro. I queſtion nothing, pardon me. I do only hope 
you have Warrant for what you do, and ſo quit you, 
and ſo multiply you. [ He goes away again. 

Hag. What's he? Bring him up to the Stocks there. 
Why bring you him not up ? 

Tro. If you have Juſtice Overado's Warrant, 'tis well; 
[ Comes again.] you are ſafe; that is the Warrant, tis 
well; [Comes again.] you are ſafe ; that is the Warrant 
of Warrants. I'll not give this Button for any Man's 
Warrant elle. | 

Bri. Like enough, Sir ; but let me tell you, an* you 

lay away your Buttons thus, you will want 'em cer 
Night, for any ſtore I ſee about you ; you might keep 
dem, and fave Pins, I wuſs, = [Goes away. 

Fuft. What ſhould he be, that doth ſo efteem and 
advance my Warrant? He ſeems a ſober and diſcreet 
Perſon ! It is a Comfort to a good Conſcience to be 
followed with a good Fame in his Sufferings. The 
World will have a pretty Taſte by this, how I can 
bear Adverſity ; and it will beget a kind of Reverence 
toward me hereafter, even from mine Enemies, when 

they ſhall ſee, I carry my Calamity nobly, and that it 
doth neither break me, nor bend me. 

Hag. Come, Sir, here's a Place for you to preach in. 
Will you put in your Leg? [They put bim in the Stocks, 

Juſt. That J will, cheerfully. 

Bri, O' my Conſcience, a Seminary! he kiſſes th 
Stocks. | 

Cok. Well, my Maſters, Ill leave him with you ; now 
1 ſee him beſtowed, I'll go look for my Goods and 
Numps. | 

Hag. You may, Sir, I warrant you : Where's the 
tother Bawler ? Fetch him too, you ſhall find *em both 
faſt enough. 

Juſt. In the midſt of this Tumult, I will yet be the 


Author of mine own Reſt, and not minding their F wh 
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ſit in the Stocks in that Calm, as ſhall be able to trouble 
a Triumph. | 

Treu. Do you aſſure me upon your Words? [Comes 
again.] May I undertake for you, if I be ask'd the Queſ- 
tion, that you have this Warrant? . 

Hag. What's this Fellow, for God's ſake? 

Tro. Do but ſhew me Adam Overdo, and I am ſa- 
tied. [ Goes out. 

Bri. He is a Fellow that is diſtracted, they jay; one 
Trouble-all; He was an Officer in the Court of Pie- 
Powders here laſt Year, and put out of his Place by 
Juſtice Overdo. 

Fuſt, Ha 

Bri. Upon which he took an idle Conceit, and's run 
mad upon't : So that ever ſince he will do nothing, but 
by Juſtice Overds's Warrant; he will not eat a Cruſt, 
nor drink a little, nor make him in his Apparel rea- 
dy. His Wife, Sirreverence, cannot get him make his 
Water, or ſhift his Shirt, without his Warrant. 

Fuſt. If this be true, this is my greateſt Diſaſter ! 
How am I bound to ſatisfy this poor Man, that is of fo 
good a Nature to me, out of his Wits! where there is 
no room left for diſſembling. 

Tro. If you cannot ſhew me Adam Overdo, [ Comes 
in.] I am in doubt of you; I am afraid you cannot 
anſwer it. [ Goes again, 

Hag. Before me, Neighbour Br;//: (and now I think 
2 better) Juſtice Overdo is a very parantory Per- 
on. | 

Bri. O, are you advis'd of that? and a ſevere Julli- 
cer, by your leave. 

Fuſt. Do I hear Ill o' that Side too? 

Bri. He will fit as upright o' the Bench, an' you 
mark him, as a Candle!” the Socket, and give Light to 
the whole Court in every Buſineſs, 

Hag. But he will burn blue, and ſwell like a Boil 
(God bleſs us) an' he be angry. 

Bri. I, and he will be angry too, when his liſt, that's 
more; and when he is angry, be it right or wrong, 
he has the Law on's Side ever. I mark that too. 

Fuſt, I will be more tender hereafter. I ſee Com- 
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paſſion may become a Juſtice, though it be a Weak. £Þ ,) 

neſs, I confeſs, and nearer a Vice than a Virtue. t 
Hag. Well, take him out o' the Stocks again; we'll 

go a {ure way to work, we'll ha' the Ace of Hearts of 

our Side, if we can. - [They take the Fuſtice out. 1; 
Poc. Come, bring him away to his Fellow there, h 

Maſter Buß, we ſhall rule your Legs, I hope, though 

we cannot rule your Tongue. k 
Buſ. No, Miniſter of Darkneſs, no; thou can'ſt not 

rule my Tongue; my Tongue it is my own, and with 

it I will both knock and mock down your Bartholomew | {1 

Abominations, till you be made a Hifling to the neigh- W { 


bour Pariſhes round about. r 
Hag. Let him alone, we have devis'd better upon't. 
Pur. And ſhall he not into the Stocks then ? 0 


Bri. No, Miſtreſs, we'll have 'em both to Juſtice le 
Overdo, and let him do over em as is fitting. Then I, cc 
and my Goſſip Haggi/e, and my Beadle Pocher are dif 


charged. 

Pur. O, I thank you, bleſſed, honeſt Men! v 
Bri. Nay, never thank us; but thank this Mad- h 
man that comes here; he put it in our Heads, 01 


Pur. Is he mad ? Now Heaven increaſe his Madneſs, tl 
and bleſs it, and thank it: Sir, your poor Hand- maid 


thanks you, | [ Comes again. 
Tro. Have you a Warrant? An' you have a War- N 
rant, ſhew it. þ 


Pur. Yes, I have a Warrant, out of the Word, to 
give Thanks for removing any Scorn intended to the 
Brethren. 

Tro. It is Juſtice Overdo's Warrant that I look for, 
if you have not that, keep your Word, I'll keep mine. 
Quit ye, and multiply ye. | 


PE 
. SCENE II. 
1 Efeworth, Trouble-all, Nightingale, Cokes, Coftard-mongt-. YG 
2 Edg. Come away, Nightingale, I pray thee. 
Tro. Whither go you? where's your Warrant ? 2 
Eag. Warrant! for what, Sir? I: 


Tro. For what you go about, you know how fit it is; 
* 


Us 
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an' you have no Warrant, bleſs you, I'll pray for you, 
that's all I can do. [ Goes o. 

Edg. What means he? | 

Nig. A Mad-man that haunts the Fair ; do you not 
know him ? It's marvel he has not more Followers after 
his ragged Heels. 

Edg. Beſhrew him, he ſtartled me: I thought he had 
known of our Plot. Guilt's a terrible thing: Ha' you 
prepar'd the Cuſtard-monger ? | 

Nig. Yes, and agrecd for his Basket of Pears; he is at 
the Corner here, ready. And your Prize, he comes down 
failing that way all alone, without his Protector; he is 
rid of him, it ſeems. 

Ede. I, I know; I ſhould ha' follow'd his Protector- 
ſhip, for a Feat I am to do upon him: But this offer'd it 
ſelf ſo i' the way, I could not let it *ſcape : Here he 
comes, whiſtle ; be this Sport call'd, Dorring the Dottrel. 

Nig. Wh, wh, wh, wh, Sc. [Nightingale whiſtles. 

Cok. By this Light, I cannot find my Gingerbread 
Wife, nor my Hobby-horſe Man, in all the Fair now, to 
ha' my Mony again: And I do not know the way out 
on't, to go home for more. Do you hear, Friend, you 
that whiſtle ? what Tune is that you whiſtle? 

Nig. A new Tune, I am practiſing, Sir. | 

Cok. Doſt thou know where I dwell, I pray thee ? 
Nay, on with thy Tune; I ha' no ſuch haſte for an 
Anſwer : I'll practiſe with thee. l 

Ce/. Buy any Pears, very fine Pears, Pears fine. 

Nightingale /t his Foot afore him, 
and he falls with his Basket. 

Cok. Gods ſo! a muſs, a muſs, a muſs, a muſs. 

Co/. Good Gentlemen, my Ware, my Ware; I am a 
poor Man. Good Sir, my Ware. 

Nig. Let me hold your Sword, Sir, it troubles you. 

Cok. Do, and my Cloak an' thou wilt, and my Hat 
wo. - + [Cokes falls a ſerambling whilſt they 

run away with his things. 

Eqdg. A delicate great Boy! Methinks he out-ſcrambles 
em all. I cannot perſwade myſelf, but he goes to Gram- 
mar- School yet, and plays the Treuant to day. 

Nig. Would he had another Purſe to cut, Zeke/. 

D 3 Eag. 
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Ede. Purſe! A Man might cut out his Kidneys, I 
think, and he never feel '*em, he is ſo earneſt at the Sport. 
Nis. His Soul is half-way out on's Body at the Game. 

ag. Away, Nightingale; that way. 


Col. I think I am furniſh'd for Cattern-Pears, for one 


Under- meal: Gr me my Cloak. 
Co/. Good Gentleman, give me my Ware. 

Col. Where's the Fellow I ga' my Cloak to? My 
Cloak and my Hat? Ha! Gods'lid is he gone? Thieves, 
Thieves; help me to cry, Gentlemen. He runs out. 
Edg. Away, Cuſtard-monger, come to us to Ur//a's. 
Talk of him to have a Soul! Heart, if he have any 
more than a thing given him inſtead of Salt, only to 
keep him from ſtinking, I'll be hang'd afore my Time, 
13 Where ſhould it be trow ? In his Blood? He 
as not ſo much to'ard it in his whole Body as will main- 
tain a good Flea: And if he take this Courſe, he will 
not ha' ſo much Land left as to rear a Calf, within this 
Twelve month. Was there ever green Plover fo pull'd! 
That his little Overſeer had been here now, and been 
but tall enough to ſee him fteal Pears, in Exchange for 
his Bever-Hat and his Cloak thus! I muſt go find him 
out next, for his Back Box, and his Patent (it ſeems) he 
has of his Place; which I think the Gentleman would 
have a Reverſion of, that ſpoke to me for it ſo earneſtly. 
| [Cok. comes in again. 
Cob. Would I might loſe my Doublet, and Hole too, 
as I am an honeſt Man, and never ſtir, if I think there 
be any thing but Thieving and Cozening i' this whole 
Fair. Bartholomew Fair, quoth he; an' ever any Bar- 
tholomew had that Luck in't that I have had, I'll be 
Martyr'd for him, and in Smithfie/d too. I ha' paid for 
my Pears, a rot on'em, I'll keep em no longer; [Throws 
away his Pears.] you were Choak-Pears to me: I had 
been better ha' gone to Mumchance for you, I wuls. 
Methinks the Fair ſhould not have us'd me thus, and 
"twere but for my Name's-ſake; I would not ha” us'd a 
Dog o' the Name ſo. O, Numps will triumph now! 
Friend, do you know who I am? or where I lie? I do 
not my ſelf, I'll be worn. Do but carry me home, and 
Ill p leaſe thee; I ha' Mony enough there, I ha' loſt 
my 
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my ſelf, and my Cloak, and my Hat, and my fine Sword, 
and my Siſter, and Numps, and Miſtreſs Grace, (a Gen- 
tlewoman that I ſhould ha' married) and a Cut-work 
Handkercheif ſhe ga- me, and two Purſes, to day; and 
my Bargain o' Hobby-horſes and Gingerbread, which 
grieves me worſt of all, D Trouble-all comes again. 

Tro. By whoſe Warrant, Sir, have you done all this? 

Cot. Warrant? thou art a wiſe Fellow indeed; as if a 
Man need a Warrant to loſe any thing with ! 

Jo. Yes, Juſtice Overdo's Warrant, a Man may get 
and loſe with, I'll ſtand to't. 

Cok. Juſtice O verdo? Doſt thou know him? I lie 
there; he is my Brother-in-Law, he married my Sitter : 
Pray thee ſhew me the way; doſt thou know the Houſe? 

Tro. Sir, ſhew me your Warrant? I know nothing 
without a Warrant, pardon me. 

Coat. Why, I warrant thee ; come along: Thou ſhalt 
ſee I have wrought Pillows there, and Cambrisk Sheets, 
and Sweet-bags too. Pray thee guide me to the Houſe, 

Tro. Sir, I'll tell you; go you thither yourſelf firſt a- 
lone, tell your worſhipful Brother your Mind, and but 
bring me three Lines of his Hand, or his Clerk's, with 
Adam Overdo underneath ; here 1'l] ſtay you, I'll obey 
you, and I'll guide you preſently. 

Co#: Slid, this is an Aſs, I ha' found him; Pox upon 
me, what do I talking to ſuch a dull Fool? Farewel, 
you are a very Coxcomb, do you hear ? 

Tro. I think Iam; if Juſtice Overdo fign to it, 1 am, 
and ſo we are all: He'll quit us all, multiply us all. 


SCENE III. 
Grace, Quarlous, Win-wife, Trouble- all, Edgworth. 


They enter with their Swords drawn. 


Gra. Gentlemen, this is no way that you take; you 
do but breed one another Trouble and Offence, and give 
me no Contentment at all. I am no ſhe that affects to 
be quarrell'd for, or have my Name or Fortune made 
the Queſtion of Mens Swords, 


ua, Slood, we love you. 
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Gra. If you both love me, as you pretend, your own 
Reaſon will tell you, but one enjoy me: And to that 
Point there leads a directer Line, than by my Infamy, 
which muſt follow, if you fight. Tis true, I have pro- 
feſt it to you ingenuouſly, that rather than to be yoak'd 
with this Bridegroom is appointed me, I would take up 
any Husband almoſt upon any Truſt. Though Subtilty 
would ſay to me, (I know) he is a Fool, and has an 
Eſtate, and I might govern him, and enjoy a Friend 
beſide. But theſe are not my Aims; I muſt have a 
Husband I muſt love, or I cannot live with him. I 
ſhall ill make one of theſe Politick Wives. 

Win-w. Why, if you can like either of us, Lady, ſay 
which is he, and the other ſhall ſwear inſtantly to deſiſt. 

Dua. Content, I accord to that willingly. 

Cra. Sure you think mea Woman of extream Levity, 
Gentlemen, or a ſtrange Fancy, that (meeting you by 
chance in ſuch a place as this, both at one inſtant, and 
not yet of two hours acquaintance, neither of you de- 
ſerving aſore the other of me) I ſhould ſo forſake my 
Modeſty (though I might aſſect one more particularly) 
as to ſay, This is he, and name him. 

Qu. Why, wherefore ſhould you not? what ſhould 
hinder you ? 

Gra. If you would not give it to my Modeſty, allow 
it ye to my Wit; give me ſo much of Woman, and Cun- 
ning, as rot to betray my ſelf impertinently. How can 
] judge of you, ſo far as to a Choice, without knowing 
you more ? You are both equal, and alike to me yet, 
and ſo indifferently affected by me, as each of you might 
be the Man, if the other were away. For you are rea- 
ſonable Creatures, you have Underſtanding and Diſ- 
courie ; and if Fate ſend me an underſtanding Husband, 
1 have no fear at all but mine own Manners ſhall make 
him a good one. i 

2var. Would I were put forth to making for you then. 

Gra. It mzy be you are, you know not what's toward 
you: Will you conſent to a Motion of mine, Gentlemen? 

Ein-w. Whatever it be, we'll preſume Reaſonable- 
neſs, coming from you. 

Tar. And Fitneſs too. 


Gre. 
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Gra. 1 ſaw one of you buy a pair of Tables een now. 

Win-w. Ves, here they be, and maiden ones too, unwrit- 
ten in. 

Gra. The fitter for what they may be employ'd in- 
You ſhall write either of you here a Word or a Name, 
what you like beſt, but of two or three Syllables at moſt ;- 
and the next Perſon that comes this way, (becauſe Deſiny 
has a high hand in Buſineſs of this nature) I'll demand 
which ot the two words he or ſhe doth approve, and ac- 
cording to that Sentence, hx my Reſolution and Affection 
without change. 

Quar. Agreed; my Word is conceived already. 

Win-w. And mine ſhall not be long creating after. 

Gra. But you ſhall promiſe, Gentlemen, not to be cu- 
rious to know which of you it is, taken; but give me 
leave to conceal that, till you have brought me either 
home, or where I may ſafely tender my ſelf. 

Win-w. Why that's but equal. 

Quar. We are pleas d. | 

Gra. Becauſe 1 will bind both your Endeavours to 
work together friendly and jointly each to the other's 
Fortune, and have my ſelf fitted with ſome Means, to 
make him that is forſaken a part of amends. . 

2uar. Theſe Conditions are very courteous. Well, 
my Word is out of the Arcadia then, Argalus. 

Vin au. And mine out of the Play, Palemon. 

. CTrouble-all comes agaim 

Tro. Have you any Warrant for this, Gentlemen? 

Juar. Win-w. Ha! 

Tro. There muſt be a Warrant had, believe it. 

Win-w. For what? | 

N For whatſoever it is, any thing indeed, no matter 
Wnat. 

2uar. 'Slight ! here's a fineragged Prophet dropt down 
i the nick! 

Tra. Heaven quit you, Gentlemen. 

Dar. Nay, ſtay a little: Good Lady, put him to the 
Queition. 

Gra. You are content then ? 

Win-w. Duar. Yes, yes. 

Gra. Sir, here are two Names written 

| D 5 Tro. 
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Tro. Is Juſtice Overdo one? 

Gra. How, Sir? I pray you read 'em to your ſelf; it 
is for a Wager between theſe Gentlemen ; and with a 
ſtroke, or any difference, mark which you approve beſt. 

Tro. They may be both worſhipful Names for ought 
I know, Miſtreſs; but Adam Overdo had been worth. 
three of em, I aſſure you, in this place, that's in plain 
Engliſh. 

Gra. This Man amazes me! I pray you like one of 
'em, Sir. | 

Tro. I do like him there, that has the beſt Warrant, 
Miſtreſs, to fave your Longing, and (multiply him) it 
may be this. But I am {till for Juſtice Overdo, that's 
my Conſcience, and quit you. 

Vin. au. Is't done, Lady? 

Gra. I, and ftrangely, as ever I ſaw ! What Fellow is 
this, trow ? | 

2uar. No matter what, a Fortune-teller we ha' made 
him; which is't, which is't? 

Cra. Nay, did you not promiſe not to enquire ? 


Quar. 'Shid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me. Look, 


here's cur Mercury eome ; the Licence arrives i the ftnelt 
on too ! Tis but ſcraping out Cotes his Name, and tis 
one. 
in. How now, Lime-twig, haſt thou touch'd? 

Eag. Not yet, Sir; except you would go with me and 
ſee't, it's not worth ſpeaking on. The Act is nothing 
without a Witneſs. Yonder he is, your Man with the 
Box, fallen into the fineſt Company, and ſo tranſported 
with Vapours; they ha' got in a Northern Clothier, and 
one Pufpy, a Weſtern Man, that's come to wreſtle before 
my Lord-Mayor anon, and Captain Whit, and one Val 
Cutting, that helps Captain Fordan to roar, a circling 
Boy; with whom your Namps is ſo taken, that you may 
ſtrip him of his Clothes, if you will. Fll undertake to 
geld him for you, if you had but a Surgeon ready to ſear 
him. And Mittreſs Fzftice there is the goodeit Woman! 
ſhe does fo love 'em all over in terms ot juſtice and the 
Style of Authority; with her Hood upright that 1 
beleech you come away, Gentlemen, and ſee't. 

Duar. 'Siight, I would not loſe it for the Fair; what! 
you do, Ned? Vin ao. 
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Win-w. Why, ſtay hereabout for you: Miſtreſs Wel. 
born mult not be ſeen. : | 
Quar. Do ſo, and find out a Prieſt i' the mean time; 
I'll bring the Licence. Lead, which way is't. 
 Eag. Here, Sir, you are o' the back-hide o the Booth 
already; you may hear the Noiſe. 


SCENE IV. 


Knckbilts, Nordern, Puppy, Cutting, Whit, Edgwarth, . 
Quarlous, Overdo, Waſp, Briſtle. 


Kno. Whit, bid Val Catting continue the Vapours 
for à lift, hit, for a lift. | 
Nor. I'll ne mare, I'llne mare; the Eale's too meeghty. 
Kno. How now! my Galloway Nag the Staggers! ha! 
Whit, gi' him a Slit i' the Forehead: Chear up, Man; 
a Needle and Thread to ſtitch his Ears. I'd cure him 
now, an J had it, with a little Butter and Garlick, Long 
Pepper and Grains. Where's my Horn? I'll give him 
Maſh preſently, ſhall take away this Dizzineſs. 
Pup. Why, where are yous Zurs? Do you vlinch, and 
leave us i' the Zuds now ? 
Nor. T' ne mare, I'is e'en as vull as a Paiper's Bag, 
by my troth, I. | 
Pup. Do my Northerd Cloth zhrink i' the wetting ? ha? 
Kno. Why, well ſaid, old Flea-bitten ; thow'lt never 
tire I ſee. [They fall to their Vapours again. 
Cut. No, Sir, but he may tire if it pleaſe him. 
8 Who told dee ſho? that he vuld never teer, 
an? 
Cut. No matter who told him fo, ſo long as he knows. 
Kno. Nay, I know nothing, Sir, pardon me there. 
Eds. They are at it ſtill, Sir; this they call Vapours. 
Whi. He ſhall not pardon dee, Captain; dou ſhalt not 
be pardon'd. Pre'dee, ſnweet heart, do not pardon him. 
Cut. Slight, I'll pardon him, an' I liſt, whoſoever 
ſays nay to't. 
QAuar. Where's Numps ! I miſs him. 
Here they continue their Game of Vapours, which ig 
Nonſenſe. Every Man to oppoſe the laſt Man that 
[poke, whether it concern'd him or no. 
Waſp, 
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Maß. Why, I fay nay to't. 


Duar.. O, there he is. 
Kno. To what do you ſay nay, Sir? 
Waſp. To any thing, whatſoever it is, ſo long as Ido 
not like it. | 
. Whi. Pardon me, little Man, dou muſht like it a 
ittle. 
Cut. No, he muſt not like it at all, Sir; there you 
are 1 the wrong. 
Mbi. I tink I be; he muſht not like it indeed. 
Cut Nay, Then he both muſt and will like it, Sir, 
for all you. 
Kno. If he have Reaſon, he may like it, Sir. 
Ubi. By no meanſh Captain, upon reaſon, he may 
like nothing upon reaſon. 
 Waſjp. 1 have no reaſon, nor I will hear of no reaſon, 
nor I will look for no reaſon, and he is an Aſs that ei- 
ther knows any, or looks for't from me. | 
Cut. Yes, in ſome ſenſe you may have reaſon, Sir. 
Waſp I, in ſome ſenſe, I care not if | grant you. 
bi. Pardon me, thou ougſht to grant him nothing in 
no ſhenſh, it dou do love dy ſhelf, angry Man. 
Maß. Why then, I do grant him nothing; and I 
have no Senſe. 
Cut. *Tis true, thou haſt no Senſe indeed. 
Waſp. *Slid, but I have Senſe, now I think on't bet- 
ter, and I will grant him any thing, do you ſee. 
no. He is i' the right, and do's utter a ſufficient Va- 


ur. 
F Cot Nay, it is no ſufficient Vapour neither, I deny 
that. 

Kno. Then it is a ſweet Vapour. 

Cut. It may be a ſweet Vapour. 

Waſp. Nay, it is no ſweet Vapour neither, Sir, it 
ſtinks, and I'll Rand to't. 
bi. Yes, I tink it doth ſhtink, Captain. All Va- 
pour doſh ſhtink. : 
Mas. Nay, then it does not ſtink, Sir, and it ſhall 
not ſtink, | 

Cut. By your leave, it may, Sir. 

Waſp. 1, by my leave it may ſtink, I know m_ : 

i. 


ll 


= 
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Whi. Pardon me, thou knoweſht nothing, it cannot 
by thy leave, angry Man. 

Waſp. How can it not? 

Kno. Nay, never queſtion him, for he is i“ the right. 

MI bi. Yeſh, Iam i' de right, I confeſh it, fo iſh de 
little Man too. | 

Waſp. Dll have nothing conſeſt that concerns me. I 
am not i' the right, nor never was F the right, nor never 
will be i' the right, while I am in my right mind. 

Cut. Mind ? why, here's no Man minds you, Sir, 
nor any thing elle. [ They drink again. 

Pap. Vriend, will you mind this that we do ? 

Qua. Call you this Vapours? this is ſuch belching of 
Quarrel as I never heard. Will you mind your buſineſs, 
Sir ? 

Eag. You ſhall ſee, Sir. 

Nor. Vil ne maire, my waimb warkes too mickle 
with this auready. 

Edg. Will you take that, Mr. Waſp, that no body 
ſhould mind you ? 

Waſp. Why? what ha' you to do? is't any matter to 

ou ? | 
g Eag. No, but methinks you ſhould not be unminded, 
though. 

Wap Nor I wu' not be, now I think on't; do you 
hear, new Acquaintance ? do's no Man mind me, ſay 

ou ? 
r Cut. Ves, Sir, every Man here minds you, but how ? 

Waſp. I care as little how as you do; that was not my 
queſtion. | 

I hi. No, noting was ty queſtion, tou art a learned 
Man, and I am a valiant Man, i' faith la, tou ſhalt 
ſpeak tor me, and I vill fight for tee. 

Kro. Fight for him, hit? A groſs Vapour, he can 
fight for himſelf. 

i Maßp. It may be I can, but it may be Iwu' not, how 
then? | 

Cut. Why then you may chuſe. 

Waſp. Why, and Tl chuſe whether Il chuſe or no. 

Kno. I think you may, and tis true; ard [ allow it 
for a reſolute Vapour. 

Haß. 
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Waſp. Nay then, I d o think you do not think, and 


it is no reſolute Vapour. 
Cut. Ves, in ſome fort he may allow you. 
Luo. In no ſort, Sir, pardon me, I can allow him no- 
thing. Lou miſtake the Vapour. 
Waſp. He miſtakes nothing, Sir, in no ſortz, 
Whi. Yes I pre dee now, let him miſtake. 
Waſp. A turd i' your Teeth, never pre dee me, for 
J will have nothing miſtaken. 
Kno. Turd, ha Turd? a noiſom Vapour, ftrike, 
Whit. ö [ Wey fall by the Ears. 
Ove. Why Gentlemen, why Gentlemen, I charge you 
upon my Authority, conſerve the Peace. In the King's 
name, and my Husband's, put up your Weapons, I ſhall 
be driven to commit you my {glf, elſe. 
Qua. Ha, ha, ha. 
Waſp. Why do you laugh, Sir? 
Qua. Sir, you'll allow me my Chriſtian liberty. I 
may laugh, I 
Cut. In ſome fort you may, and in ſome ſort you may 
not, Sir. | 
Kno. Nay in ſome ſort, Sir, he may neither laugh 
nor hope in this Company. 
Wasp. Yes, then he may both laugh and hope in any 
ſort, an't pleaſe him. | 
Qua. Faith, and I will then, for it doth pleaſe me ex- 
ceedingly. | 
Wafp. No exceeding neither, Sir. 
Kno. No, that Vapour is too lofty. 
Qua. Gentlemen, I do not play well at your Game 
of Vapours, I am not very at it, but 
Cut. Do you hear, Sir? I would ſpeak with you in 
Circle. [ He draws a Circle on the Ground. 
Wo. In Circle, Sir, what would you with me in 
Circle? 
Cut. Can you lend mea Piece, a Facobus, in Circle ? 
Aua. Slid, your Circle will prove more coſtly than 
your Vapours, then. Sir, no, I lend you none. 
Cut. Your Beard's not well turn'd up, Sir.. 
Qua. How Raskal ? are you playing with my Beard? 
Fil break Circle with you. [They draw all, and fight. 
Pup, 


Pap. Nor. Gentlemen, Gentlemen! 


Kno. Gather up, Whit, gather up, bit, good Vapours.. 

Ower. What mean you:? are you Rebels, Gentlemen 
ſhall I ſend out a Serjeant at Arms, or a Writ o' Rebel- 
lion, againſt you? I'll commit you upon my Woman- 


hood, for a Riot, upon my Juſtice-hocd, if you perſiſt, 
Waſp. Upon your Juſtice-hood ? Marry ſhite o' your 


Hood : You'll commit? Spoke like a true Juſtice of 
Peace's Wife indeed, and a fine female Lawyer! turd i” 


your Teeth for a fee, now. 
Over. Why Numps, in Maſter Overdo's Name, I 
charge you. 
aſp. Good Miſtreſs Underdo, hold your Tongue. 
Over. Alas! poor Numps. 


Waſp. Alas! and why alas from you, I beſeech you? 


or why poor Numps, goody Rich ? am I come to be pi- 
tied by your tuft Taffata now? Why Miſtreſs, I knew 
Adam the Clerk, your Husband, when he was Adam 
Scrivener, and writ for two Pence a Sheet, as high as he 
bears his Head now, or you your Hood, Dame. What 


are you, Sir ? | [The Watch comes in. 


Bri. We be Men, and no Infidels; what is the matter 
here, and the Noiſes ? can you tell? Ry 
Waſp. Heart, what ha' you to do? cannot a Man 


quarrel in quietneſs, but he muſt be put out on't by you? 


What are you ? 

Bri. Why, we be his Majeſty's watch, Sir. 

Waſp. Watch? Sblood, you are a ſweet Watch in- 
deed. A body would think, an you watch'd well a- 
nights, you ſhould be contented to ſleep at this time a 
day. Get you to your Fleas and your Flock-beds, you 
Ropues, your kennels, and lye down cloſe. 

Bri. Down? yes, we will down, I warrant you, down 
with him in his Majeſty's Name, down, down with him, 
and carry him away to the Pidgeon: holes, 

Over. Ithank you, honeſt Friends, in the behalf o' the 
Crown, and the Peace, and in Maſter Overdo's name, 
for ſuppreſſing Enormities. 

Whi. Stay, Briſtle, here iſh anoder braſh o' Drunk- 
ards, but very quiet, ſpecial Drunkards, will pay de five 
Stiillings very well. Take em to de, in de gs 

od: 
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God : one of hem do's change Cloth for Ale in the Fair, 
bere; te toder iſh a ſtrong Man, a mighty Man, my Lord 
Mayor's Man, and a Wraſtler. He has wraſhled fo long 
with the Bettle here, that the Man with the Beard haſh 
almoſht ſtreekt up hiſh heelſh. 

Bri. *$lid, the Clerk o' the Market has been to cry 
him all the Fair over here, for my Lord's ſervice. 

pi. Tere he iſh, pre de taik him henſh, and make 
ty belt on him. How now Woman o' Shilk, vat ailſh ty 
ſhweet faiſh ? art tou melancholy ? 

Over. A little diſtemper'd with theſe Enormities ; 
ſhall I entreat a Courteſie of you, Captain? 

Whi. Intreat a hundred Velvet Voman, I vill do it, 
ſh peak out. 

Over. I cannot with Modeſty ſpeak it out. bu. 

Wi, I vill do it, and more, and more, for de. 
What Ua, and't be Bitch, and't be Baud an't be 

U How now Raskal? what roar you for, old 
Pimp ? 

Whi, Here, put up de Clokes C/; de purchaſe ; 
pre de now, ſhweet Ur/4, help dis good brave Voman to 


a Fordan, and't be. 
Ur. .*$lid call your Captain Jordan to her, can you 


not ? | 
Vi, Nay, pre de leave dy conſheits, and bring the 
Velvet Woman to de 

Ur, 1 bring her! hang her: heart, muſt I find a 
common Pot for every Punk i' your Purlews ? 


i. O good voord ih, Urfp, it ith a gueſt o Velvet, 


TI fait la. 
Ur/. Let her ſell her Hood, and buy a Spunge, with 


a Pox to her, my Veſſel is employed, Sir, I have but 
one, and 'tis the bottom of an old Bottle. An honeſt 
Proctor and his Wife are at it within, if ſhe'll ſtay her 
time, ſo. 

Vi. As ſoon aſh tou canſht ſhweet LU. Of a va- 
liant Man I tink I am te patientſh Man i' the World, 
or in all Smithfeld. 

Kno. How now hit? cloſe Vapours, ſtealing your 
leaps ? covering in comers, ha? 

hi. No fait, Captain, dough tou beeſht a viſte 

| Man, 
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Man, dy vit is a mile hence, now. I vas procuring a 
ſnmall courteſie for a Woman of faſhion here. 

Over. Ves, Captain, though I am Juſtice of Peace's 
Wife, I do love Men of War, and the Sons of the 
Sword, when they come before my Husband. 

Kuno. Say ſt thou fo, Filly? thou ſhalt have a leap 
preſently, I'll horſe thee my ſelf, elſe. 


Ur/. Come, will you bring her in now? and let her 


take her turn ? 


Whi. Gramercy, good Ur, I tank de. 
Over. Maſter Overdo ſhall thank her. 


SCENE V. 
Jobn, Win, Urfla, Knockhum, Whit, Overdo, Alice. 


e Good Ga' mere Urs, Vin and I are exceeding- 
ly beholden to you, and to Captain Jordan, and Cap- 
tain Whit. Win, T'll be bold to leave you, i” this good 
Company, Vin; for half an hour or ſo, Vin; while I go, 
and ſee how my matter goes forward, and if the Puppets 
be perfect; and then I'll come and fetch you, Vin. 

Win, Will you leave me alone with two Men, John? 

Job. I, they are honeſt Gentlemen, Vin, Captain 
Jordan and Captain Nit; they'll uſe you very civilly, 
Win. God b' w' you, Vin. 

Ur/. What's her Husband gone? 

Kao. On his falſe gallop, Urs, away. 

Ur. An' you be right Bartho/omew-birds, now ſhew 
your ſelves fo : we are undone for want of Fowl i' the 
Fair, here. Here will be Zekie/ Edgavorth, and three 
or four Gallants with him at night, and I ha' neither 
Plover nor Quail for em: Perſwade this betweenſyou two, 
to become a Bird o' the Game, while I work the Velvet 
Woman within, (as you call her.) 

Kno I conceive thee, Urs! go thy ways. Doſt thou 
hear, Whit? ist not pity, my delicate, dark cheſtnut 
here, with the fine lean Head, large Forehead, round 
Eyes, even Mouth, ſharp ears, long Neck, thin Creſt, 
cloſe Withers, plain Black, deep Sides, ſhort Fillets, and 


full Flanks ; with a round Belly, a plump Buttock, large 


Thighs, knit Knees, ſtrait Legs, ſhort Paſterns, ſmooth 
Hoofs 
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Hoofs, and ſhort Heels, ſhould lead a dull honeſt Wo- 
man's Life, that might live the life of a Lady? 

Mi. Yes by my fait and trot it is, Captain; de ho- 
neſht Woman's life is a ſcurvy dull life indeed, la. 
= Min. How, Sir? is an honeſt Woman's life a ſcurvy 

ife ? 

Whi. Yes, fait, ſhweet heart, believe him, de leef of 
a Bond-woman ! but if dou vilt hearken to me, I vill make 
make tee a Free-woman and a Lady, dou ſhalt live like 
a Lady, as te Captain faiſh. 

Kno. I, and be honeſt too ſometimes ; have ker Wiers 
and her Tiers, her green Gowns and Velvet Petticoats. 

Whi. I, and ride to Ware and Rumford i' dy Coaſh, 
ſhee de Players, be in love vit em; ſup vit gallantſh, be 
drunk, and coſt de noting. 

Kno. Brave Vapours ! | 
R Mi. And lie by twenty on em, if dou pleaſh, ſhweet 

cart. 

Win. What, and be honeſt ſtill? that were fine ſport. 

Whi. Tiſh common, ſhweet heart, tou may'ſt do it 
by my Hand: it ſhall be juſtified to thy Husband's Faiſh, 
now: tou ſhalt be as honefht as the Skin between his 
Hornſh, la! 

Kno. Yes, and wear a Dreſſing, top and top-gallant 
to compare with e'er a Husband on 'em all, for a Fore- 
top: It is the Vapour of Spirit in the Wife to cuckold 
noaw-a-days, as it is the Vapour of faſhion in the Husband 
not to ſuſpet. Your prying Cat-eyed Citizen is an a- 
bominable Vapour. 

Vin. Lord, what a Fool have I been! 

Whi. Mend then, and do every ting like a Lady here- 
after ; never know ty Husband from another Man, 

Kno. Nor any one Man from another, but i' the dark. 
+ hi. I, and then it iſhnodiſhgraſh to know any Man. 

_ Ur\. Help, help here. | 

Kno, How now? what Vapour's there? 

Ur/. O, you are a ſweet Ranger! and look well to 
your Walks, Yonder is your Punk of Turnbull, ram- 
ping Alice, has faln upon the poor Gentlewoman _—_ 

| | _ 


Bartholomew FAI R. 91 


and pull'd her Hood over her Ears, and her Hair through 


it. 
Alice enters, beating the Fuſlice's Wife. 

Over. Help, help, i' the King's Name. 

Ali. A miſchief on you, they are ſuch as you are that 
undo us, and take our Trade from us, with your Tuft- 
taffata Haunches. | 

Kno. How now, Alice | 

Ali. The poor common Whores can ha” no Traffick 
for the privy rich ones ; your Caps and Hoods of Vel- 
vet call away our Cuſtomers, and lick the Fat from us. 

Ur/. Peace, you foul ramping Jade you 

Ali. Od's foot, you Bawd in greace, are you talking? 

Kno. Why, Alice, I fay. 

Ali. Thou Sow o' Smithfeld, thou. 

Ur/. Thou Tripe of Turnbull. 

Ko. Cat-a-mountain Vapours, ha! 

Ur/. You know where you were taw'd lately, both 
laſh'd and flaſh'd you were in Brideavell. 

Ali. I, by the ſame token you rid that Week, and 
broke out the bottom o' the Cart, Night- tub. 

Kno. Why, Lion- face! ha ! do you know who Jam? 
ſhall I tear Ruff, ſlit Waſtcoaſt, make Rags of Petti- 
coat? ha, go to, vaniſh for fear of Vapours. Whit, a 
kick, in the parting Vapour. Come, brave Woman, 
take a good Heart, thou ſhalt be a Lady too. 

Whi. Yes fait, dey ſhall all both be Ladies, and write 
Madam. I vill do't my ſelf for dem. Do is the vord, 
and D is the middle Letter of Maddam, D D, put em 
together, and make Deeds, without which all words are 
alike, la. 

uo. Tis true, Ur//a, take em in, open thy War- 
drobe, and fit em to their calling. Green Gowns, Crim- 
ſon Petticoats, Green Women! my Lord Mayor's 
Green Women! Gueſts o' the Game, true bred. I'II 
provide you a Coach to take the Air in. 

Win. But do you think you can get one? 

Kno. O, they are as common as Wheelbarrows, 
where there are great Dunghills. Every Pettifogger's 
Wife has'em; for firſt he buys a Coach that he may 
marry, and then he marries that he may be made r 
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Told in't: For if their Wives ride not to their Cuckold- 
ing, they do em no credit. Hide and be hidden, ride 
and be ridden, ſays the Vapour of Experience. 


SCENE VI. 


Trouble- all, Knockhum, Whit, Quarlous, Edgworth, 

Briſtle, Naſpe, Haggiſe, Fuſtice, Buſy, Pure- craft. 
; Tro. By what Warrant do's it ſay ſo? 
 Kno. Ha! mad Child o' the Pye-pouldres, art thou 
there ? fill us a freſh Kan, Urs, we may drink toge- 
ther. | 

Tro. I may not drink without a Warrant, Captain. 

Kno. *Slood, thou'lt not ſtale without a Warrant 
ſhortly. Mbit, give me Pen, Ink and Paper, I'll draw 
him a Warrant preſently, 

Tro. It muſt be Juſtice Overdo's. 

Kno. I know, Man; fetch the Drink, Fit. 

Mi. I pre dee now, be very brief, Captain; for de 
new Ladies ſtay for dee. 

Kao. O, as brief as can be, here tis already. Adam 
Overdo. 
Tro. Why now Tl pledge you, Captain. 

Kuo. Drink it off, I'll come to thee anon again. 

Qua. Well, Sir, you are now diſcharg'd ; beware of 
being ſpy'd hereafter, [Quarlous o the 3 7 0 

Eag. Sir, will it pleaſe you, enter here in at Ur/la's, 
and take part of a Silken Gown, a Velvet Petticoat, or 
a wrought Smock; I am promis d ſuch, and J can ſpare 
any Gentleman a moiety. | 

Qua. Keep it for your Companions in beaſtlineſs, I 
am none of 'em, Sir. If I had not already forgiven you 
a greater treſpaſs, or thought you yet worth my beating, 
I would inſtruct your manners, to whom you made your 
offers. But go your ways, talk not to me, the Hangman 
1s only fit to diſcourſe with you ; the hand of Beadle 1s 
too merciful 2 puniſhment for your Trade of life. I am 
ſorry I employ'd this Fellow, for he thinks me ſuch; 

acinus guos inquinat, æguat. But it was for ſport ; 
and would I make it ſerious, the getting of this Licenſe 
is nothing to me, without other Circumſtances concur. 


I do think how impertinently I labour, if the m_ 
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be not mine that the ragged Fellow mark'd ; and what 
advantage I have given Ned W:n-wife in this time now 
of working her, though it be mine. He'll go near to form 
to her what a debauch'd Raskal I am, and fright her out 
of all good conceit of me: I ſhould do fo by him, Iam 
ſure, if I had the opportunity. But my hope is in her 
temper yet; and it muſt needs be next to deſpair, that is 
grounded on any part of a Woman's diſcretion. I would 
give, by my troth now, all I could "uu (to my Cloaths 
and my Sword) to meet my tatter'd Soth ſayer again, 
who was my judge i' the queſtion, to know certainly 
whoſe word he has damn'd or ſav'd ; for till then I live 
but under a Repriewe, I muſt ſeek him. Who be 
theſe ? [Enter Waſp with the Officers. 

Waſp. Sir, you are a welſh Cuckold, and a prating 
Runt, and no Conſtable. 

Bri. You ſay very well. Come put in his Leg in the 
middle Roundel, and let him hole there. 

Waſp. You ſtink of Leeks, Metheglyn, and Cheeſe, 
you Rogue. | 

Bri. Why, what is that to you, if you fit ſweetly in 
the Stocks in the mean time? If you have a mind to 
ſtink too, your Breeches {ſit cloſe enough to your Bum. 
Sit you merry, Sir, 04 

Qua. How now, Numps ? 

Waſp. It is no matter how; pray you look off. 

2ua. Nay, I'll not offend you, Numps ; I thought you 
had fat there to be ſeen. | 

Waſp. And to be fold, did you not? pray you mind 
your buſineſs, an' you have any. 

Dua. Cry you mercy, Numps ; do's your Leg lie high 
enough ? 

Bri How now, Neighbour Haggiſe, what ſays Juſtice 
Overdo's Worſhip to the other offenders? 

Hag. Why he ſays juſt nothing, what ſhould he ſay, 
or where ſhould he ſay ? He is not to be found, Man; 
he ha” not been ſeen i' the Fair here all this live- long 
day, never ſince ſeven a Clock i“ the Morning. His 
Clerks know not what to think on't. There is no Court 
of Pie-youldres yet. Here they be return'd. N 

ri. 
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Bri. What ſhall be done with em then, in your diſcre- 
tion ? 

Hag. I think we were beſt put em in the Stocks in diſ- 
cretion (there they will be ſafe in diſcretion) for the va- 
Jour of an hour, or ſuch a thing, till his Worſhip come. 

Bri. It is but a hole matter if we do, Neighbour Hag- 
gi/e ; come, Sir, here is company for you; heave up the 
Stocks. 

[ As they open the Stocks, Waſp puts his Shooe on his 
Hand, and flips it in for his Leg. 

Waſp. I ſhall put a trick upon your welſh diligence 
perhaps. | 

Bri. Put in your Leg, Sir. 

Dua. What, Rabby Buß is he come? 

* [They bring Buſy, and put him in. 

Buſ. I do obey thee, the Lion may roar, but he can- 
not bite. I am glad to be thus ſeparated from the Hea- 
then of the Land, and put a-part in the Stocks for the 
Holy Cauſe. | 

afp. What are you, Sir? 

Bu/. One that rejoyceth in his Affliction, and ſiteth 
here to propheſie the Deſtraftion of Fairs and Ma- 
games, Wakes, and Whit/on- Ales, and doth ſigh and groan 
for the Reformation of theſe Abuſes. 

Wafp. And do you ſigh and groan too, or rejoyce in 
your AMiCtion ? 

Juſ. ] do not feel it, I do not think of it, it is a 2 
without me: Adam, thou art above theſe Battries, theſe 
Contumelies. In te manca ruit fortuna, as thy Friend, Ho- 
race ſays; thou art one; Quem neque pauperies, neque mor, 

we vincula terrent. And therefore as another Friend 
of thine ſays, (I think it be thy Friend Per/ias) Non te 
gueftueris extra. 


2ua. What's here! a Stoick i' the Stocks? The Fool 


is turn'd Philoſopher. 

Bu. Friend, I will leave to communicate my Spirit 
with you, if I hear any more of thoſe ſuperſtitious Re- 
licks, thoſe Liſts of Latin, the very Rags of Rome, and 
Patches of Popery. 

Waſp. Nay, an' you begin to quarrel, Gentlemen, 
PI! leave you. I ha' paid for quarrelling too _ : 
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Look you, a Device, but ſhifting in a Hand for a Foot. 
God b'w'you. [ He goes out. 

Bu/. Wilt thou then leave thy Brethren in Tribula- 
tion ? | 

Waſp. For this once, Sir. 

B/. Thou art a halting Neutral; ſtay him there, ſtop 
him, that will not endure the Heat of Perſecution. 

Bri. How now, what's the matter ? 

Buſ. He is fled, he is fled, and dares not fit it out. 

Bri. What, has he made an Eſcape, which way ? Fol- 
low, Neighbour Haggi/e. 

4h O me! in the Stocks? Have the Wicked pre- 
vail d? 

Bu /. Peace, religious Siſter, it is my Calling, com- 


fort your ſelf; an extraordinary Calling, and done for my 


better ſtanding, my ſurer ſtanding, hereafter. 
Tro. By whoſe Warrant, by whoſe Warrant, this? 
The Madman enters. 

Qua. O, here's my Man dropt in 1 look'd for 

Tuſt. Ha! 

Pur. O good Sir, they have ſet the Faithful here to 
be wonder'd at; and provided Holes for the Holy of the 
Land. 

Tro. Had they Warrant for it ? ſhew'd they Jaſtice 
Overde's Hand ? If they had no Warrant, they ſhall 
anſwer it. | 

Bri. Sure you did not lock the Stocks ſufficiently, 
Neighbour Toby / Ys 

Hag. No! ſee if you can lock 'em better. 

Bri. They are very ſufficiently lock'd, and truly, yet 
ſomething is the matter. 

Tro. True, your Warrant is the matter that is in Que(- 
tion; by what Warrant ? 

Bri. Mad-man, hold your Peace, I will put you in 
his Room elſe, in the very {ame Hole, do you ſee? 

Qua. How! is hea Mad-man ! 

Tro. Shew me Fuſtice Overdo's Warrant, I obey you. 

Hag. You are a mad Fool, hold your Tongue, 

Tro. In FJuſtice Overdo's Name, I drink to you, and 


here's my Warrant. [Shews his Can. 


Fuſt. Alas, poor Wretch ! how it earns my Heart 
for him! Qua 
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Qua. If he be mad, it is in vain to queſtion him. 1'll 
try though. Friend, there was a Gentlewoman ſhew'd 
you two Names ſome Hours, 4rga/us and Palemon, to 
mark in a Book, which of em was it you mark'd ? 

To. I mark no Name, but Adam Owerdo, that is the 
Name of Names, he only is the ſufficient Magiſtrate ; and 
that Name I reverence, ſhew it me. 

Dua. This Fellow's mad indeed: I am further off now 
than afore. Li 
 _ Fuft. I ſhall not breath in Peace till I have made him 
ſome Amends. 

Dua. Well, I will make another Uſe of him, is come 
in my Head: I have a Neſt of Beards in my Trunk, 
one ſomething like his. 


Bri. This mad Fool has made me that I know not 


whether I have lock'd the Stocks or no; I think I 

lock'd *em. [The Watch-men come back again. The 
Mad. man fights with em, and tl 
leave open the Stocks. 


Tro. Take Adam Ovwerdo in your Mind, and fear | 


nothing. | 

Bri. *Slid, Madneſs it ſelf, hold thy Peace, and take 
that. 

Tro. Strikeft thou without a Warrant? Take thou that. 

Bu/. We are delivered by Miracle; Fellow in Fetters, 
let us not refuſe the means; this Madneſs was of the Spirit: 
The Malice of the Enemy hath mock'd it (elf. 

Pur. Mad do they call him! the World is mad in Er- 
ror, but he is mad in Truth: I love him o' the ſudden 
(the cunning Man faid all true) and ſhall love him more 
and more. How well it becomes a Man to be mad in 
Trath! O, that I might be his Yoke-fellow, and be mad 
with him, what a many ſhould we draw to Madneſs 
in Truth with us! 

Bri. How now | all *ſcap'd? where's the Woman? it 
is Witchcraft! Her Velvet Hat is a Witch, o' my Con- 
ſcience, or my Key ! Cone. The Mad-man was a De- 
vil, and I am an Aſs ; fo bleſs me, my Place, and mine 
Office. [The Watch miſſing them, are affrighted. 

ACT 


r. 
Lanthorn, Filcher, Sharkavel. 
Lan. 'ELL, Luck and Saint Barthohmenww ; out 
with the Sign of our Invention, in the Name 
of Vit, and do you beat the Drum the while; all the 
Fowl i“ the Fair, I mean all the Dirt in Sithſfeld, (that's 
one of Maſter Little avit's Carwhitchet's now) will be 
thrown at our Banner to day, if the matter do's not pleaſe 
the People. O the Motions that I Lanthorn Leather- 
bead have given Light to, i' my Time, ſince my Ma- 
fier * Pod died ! Feru/alem was a ſtately Thing, and fo 
was Ninkye, and the City of Norwich, and Sodom and 
Gomorrah ; with the riſing of the Prentices, and pulling 
down the Bawdy-houſes there upon Shrove-Tue/day ; but 
the Gun-powder-Plot, there was a Get-penny ! I have 
reſented that to an Eighteen or Twenty Pence Audience, 
Nine times in an Afternoon. Your home-born Projects 
prove ever the beſt, they are ſo eaſie and familiar; they 
put too much Learning i' their things now o' days: And 
that I fear will be the Spoil o' this. Little. auit? I fay, 
Mickle-wit ! if not too mickle! Look to your Gathering 
there, Goodman Filcher. 
Fil. 1 warrant you, Sir. 


Lan. An there come any Gentlefolks, take Two-pence 


a-piece, Sharkawel. 
Sha. I warrant you, Sir, Three-pence an' we can. 


SCENE IE 
Faftice, Vin auiſt, Grace, Quarlous, Pure-craft. 
The Fuſtice comes in like a Porter. 

770 This latter Diſguiſe, I have borrow'd of a Por- 
ter, ſhall carry me out to all my great and good Ends; 
which however interrupted, were never deltroyed in me : 
Neither is the Hour of my Severity yet come to reveal 
my ſelf, wherein, Cloud-like, I will break out in Rain 
and Hail, Lightning and Thunder, upon the Head of 


* Pod was 4 1 Motions before bim. 


Enormity. 
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Enormity. Two main Works I have to proſecute: 
Firſt, one is to invent ſome Satisfaction for the poor kind 
Wretch, who is out of his Wits for my ſake, and yonder 
I ſee him coming, I will walk aſide, and project for it. 

Win. I wonder where Tom Quarlous is, that he returns 
not, it may be he is ſtruck in here to ſeek us, 
Sera. See, here's our Mad-man again. 

Qua. I have made my ſelf as like him, as his Gown 
and Cap will give me Leave. 
{Quarlous in the Habit of the Mad-man 
is miſlaken by Mrs. Pure-craft. 
Par. Sir, I love you, and would be glad to be mad 
with you in truth. 

Win-w. How! my Widow in Love with a Mad-man? 

Pur. Verily, I can be as mad in Spirit as you. 

Dua. By whoſe Warrant? leave your Canting, Gen- 
tlewoman, have I found you? (fave ye, quit ye, and 
multiply ye) where's your Book? *twas a ſufficient Name 
J mark'd, let me ſee't, be not afraid to ſhew't me. 

[ He defires to ſee the Book of Miſtreſs Grace. 

Gra. What would you with it, Sir ? 

Quar. Mark it again and again at your Service. 

Gra. Here it is, Sir, this was it you mark'd. 

Aua. Palemon ? Fare you well, fare you well. 

Win-w. How, Palemon ? 

Gra. Yes faith, he has diſcover'd it to you now, and 
therefore 'twere vain to diſguiſe it longer, I am yours, 
Sir, by the Benefit of your Fortune. 

Win-w. And you have him, Miſtreſs, believe it, that 
ſhall never give you Cauſe to repent her Benefit, but 
make you rather to think, that in this Choice ſhe had 
both her Eyes. 

Gra. I deſire to put it to no Danger of Proteſtation. 
Aua. Palemon the Word, and Win-wife the Man? 

Pur. Good Sir, vouchſafe a Yoke-fellow in your Mad- 
- neſs, ſhun not one of the ſanctified Siſters, 2 would 
draw with you in truth. 


Aua. Away, you are a Herd of hypocritical proud 
Ignorants, rather wild than mad; Fitter for Woods, and 
the Society of Beaſts, than Houſes, and the Congregation 
of Men. You are the Second Part of the Society of Can- 
ter, Out-laws to Order and Di/tipline, and the = 
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vileg'd Church-Robbers of Chriſtendom. Let me alone, 
Palemon the Word, and Win-wife che Man? 
Pur. I muſt uncover my ſelf unto him, or ] ſhall ne- 
ver enjoy him, for all the Cunning Mens Promiſes. Good 
Sir, hear me, I am worth Six Thou and Pound, my Love 
to you is become my Rack. III tell you all and the ruth, 
ſince you hate the Hypocriae of the party-colour'd Bro- 
ther hood Theſe Seven Years I have been a wilful holy 
Widow, only to draw Feaits and @ifts from my intangled 
Suitors : I am alte by Otiice an alulting Ser of the 
Deacons, and a Devourer, inſtead of a Diitribucer of the 
Alms. I am a (ſpecial Maker of Marriages for our de- 
cayed Brethren, with our rich Fidows, for a third part of 
their Wealth, when they are married, for the Reliet of the 
poor Ele# : As alſo our poor handiome young Virgins, 
with our wealthy Batchelors, or Widowers ; to make 
them ſteal from their Husbands, when I have confirmed 
them in the Faith, and got all put into their Cuſtodies. 
And if I ha' not my Bargain, they may ſooner turn a 
ſcolding Drab into a filent Miniſter, than make me leave 
pronouncing Reprobation and Damnation unto them. Our 
Elder, Zeals <the-land, would have had me, but I know 
him to be the Capital Knave of the Land, making him- 
ſelf rich, by being made a Feoffee in truſt to deceaſed Breth- 
ren, and coz ning their Heirs, by ſwearing the abſolute Gift 
of their Inheritance. And thus having eas'd my Conſci- 
ence, and utter'd my Heart with the Tongue of my Love : 
Enjoy all my Deceits together, I beſeech you. I ſhould 
not have revealed this to you, but that in time I think 
you are mad, and I hope you'll think me ſo too, Sir? 
2uar. Stand aſide, ll anſwer you preſently. [He 
eonfiders with himſelf of it.] Why ſhould not I 
this Six Thouſand Pound, now I think on't ? and a good 
Trade too that ſhe has beſide, ha? The tother Wench 
Win-wife is ſure of; there's no Expectation for me there 
Here I may make my ſelf ſome Saver yet, if he conti- 
nue mad, there's the Queſtion. It is Mony that I want, 
why ſhould not I marry the Mony when tis offer'd me? 


I have a Licence and all, it is but razing out one Name, 


and putting in another. There's no playing with a Man's 
Fortune! I am reloly'd ; * y mad an' — 
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not! Well, come your ways, follow me, an' you will 
be mad, I'll ſhew you a Warrant! | 
* [ He takes her along with him, 

Pur. Moſt zealouſly, it is that I zealouſly deſire. 

uf. Sir, let me ſpeak with you. [The Juſtice ca/!; 

Quar. By whoſe Warrant? Din 

WP <4 The Warrant that you tender, and reſpect ſo; 
Juſtice Overdo's! I am the Man, Friend Troub/e-all, tho 
thus diſguis'd (as the careful Magiſtrate ought) for the 
good of the Republick in the Fair, and the weeding out 
of Enormity. Do you want a Houſe, or Meat, or Drink, 
or Clothes ? Speak whatſoever it is, it ſhall be ſupplied 
you ; what want you? 

Dua. Nothing but your Warrant. 

Fuſ. My Warrant ? for what? 

Qua. To be gone, Sir. 

Fuſ. Nay, I pray thee ſtay, I am ſerious, and have 
not many words, nor much time to exchange with thee, 
Think what may do thee good. 

«a. Your Hand and Seal will do me a great deal of 
nothing elſe in the whole Fair that I know. 

Fuſ. If it were to any end, thou ſnould'ſt have it 
willingly. 

Qua. Why, it will fatisfie me, that's end enough to 
look on; an' you will not gi' it me, let me go. 

Fuſ. Alas ! thou ſhalt ha' it preſently ; I'll but ſtep 
into the Scriveners here by, and bring it. Do not go 
away. | [The juſtice goes out. 
Qua. Why, this mad Man's ſhape will prove a very 
fortunate one, I think! Can a ragged Robe produce 
theſe Effects ? if this be the wiſe Juſtice, and he bring 
me his hand, I ſhall go near to make ſome uſe on't. He 
is come already ! [ And returns. 

Fuſ. Look thee ! here is my Hand and Seal, Adan 
Overdo; if there be any thing to be written above in 
that Paper that thou want'ſt now, or at any time here- 
after, think on't, it is my Deed, I deliver it ſo? can 
your Friend write? 

Qua. Her hand for a Vitneſi, and all is well. 
Fuſ. With all my heart. [He argeth Mrs. Purecraft. 
Qua. Why ſhould not I ha' the Conſcience to —_ 
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this a Bond of a Thouſand Pound now, or what 1 
would elſe ? 
Juſ. Look you, there it is, and I deliver it as my 
Deed again. 
Dua, Let us now proceed in Madneſs. 
[He takes her in with him: 


Juſ. Well, my Conſcience is much eas'd ; I ha' done 


my part, though it doth him no good, yet Adam hath 
offer d Satisfaction! The Sting is remov'd from hence! 
Poor man, he is much alter'd with his Affliction, it has 
brought him low ! Now for my other work, reducing 
the young Man (I have follow'd ſo long in Love) from 
the Brink of his Bane to the Center of Safety. Here, or 


in {ome ſuch like vain place, I ſhall be ſure to find him. 


] will wait the good time. 


SCENE III. 


Cokes, Sharkwel, Fuftice, Filcher, Fohn, Lanthorn. 


Cok. How now? what's here to do, Friend? art thou 
the Mafter of the Monuments ? | 

Sha. Tis a Motion, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. | 

Juſ My fantaſtical Brother-in-Law, Maſter Bartho« 


homeww Cokes ! 


Cok. A Motion, what's that? [He reads the Bill.] 


The ancient modern Hiftory of Hero and Leander, 
otherwiſe called The Touchflone of true Lowe, with as true 
a 1'rial of Friend hip between Damon and Pythias, two 
faithful Friends o' the Bank fide ? Pretty i faith, what's 
the meaning on't ? is't an Exterlude ? or what is't? 

Fil. Ves, Sir, pleaſe you come near, we'll take your 
Mony within. 

Cob. Back with theſe Children; they do ſo follow me 
up and down. [The Boys o' the Fair follow him, 

Foh. By your leave, Friend. 

Fil. You muſt pay, Sir, an' you 50 in. 

Job. Who, I? I perceive thou 


the Maſter o' the Motion. 
Sha. What, do you not know the Author, Fellow 


_ Filcher ? You muſt take no Mony of him; he muſt come 
in gratis: Maſter Little-wit is a Voluntary; he is the 
Author, | E 3 | Job. 


ow'ſt not me; call 
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Fob. Peace, ſpeak not too loud, I would not have any 
notice taken that I am the Author, till we ſee how it 


paſſes. | 

Ceb. Maſter Little-ww/t, how doſt thou? 

4 Maſter Cotes you are exceeding well met: 
hat, in your Doublet and Hoſe, without a Cloak or 
a Hat? 

Cok. I would I might never ſtir, as I am an honeſt 
Man, and by that Fire; I have loſt all! the Fair, and 
all my Acquaintance too; didſt thou meet any body that 
1 know, Maſter Little ait? my Man Numps, or my 
Siſter Ower-do, or Miſtreſs Grace? Pray thee, Maſter 
Little-wit, lend me ſome Mony to ſee the Enter/ude 
here; I'll pay thee again, as I am a Gentleman. If 
thou'lt but carry me home, I have Mony enough there, 

Foh. O, Sir, you ſhall command it; what, will a 
Crown ſerve you? 

Cob. I think it will; what do we pay for coming in, 
Fellows ? 

Fil. Two Pence, Sir. 

Cok. Two Pence? There's Twelve Pence, Friend: 
Nay, I ama Gallant, as fimple as I look now; if you ſee 
me with my Man about me, and my Artillery again. 

Job. Yous Man was i' the Stocks een now, Sir. 

Cok. Who, Numps ? 

Foh. Yes faith, 


Cok. For what i' faith? Tam glad o' that; remember 


to tell me on't anon; I have enough now ! What manner 
of matter is this, Mr. Litztle-2wit ? What kind of 4Fors 
ha' you? Are they good Actors? | 
Job. Pretty Youths, Sir, all Children both old and 
young; here's the Maſter of em 
(Lan. Call me not Leatherhead, but Lanthorn.) 
[Leatherhead whiſpers to Little. wit. 
Job. Maſter Lantborn, that gives light to the buſineſs. 
Co+. In good time, Sir, I would fain ſee em, I would 
be glad drink with the young Company; which is the 
Tiring-houſe? 
Lan. Troth, Sir, our Tiring houſe is ſomewhat lit- 
tle; we are but Beginners yet, pray pardon us; you 
cannot go pright in t. Cok 


eK 


8. 


Bartholomew FA I R. 103 
Cob. No, not now my Hat is off? what would you 


have done with me, if you had had me Feather and all, as 


I was once to day? Ha' you none of your pretty impu- 
dent Boys now, to bring Stools, fill Tobacco, fetch Ale, 
and beg Mony, as they have at other Houſes? let me 
ſee ſome o your AFors. 

Job. Shew him 'em, ſhew him em. Maſter Lanthorn, 
this is a Gentleman that is a Favourer of the Quality. 

Fuſ.” I, the favouring of this licentious Quality is the 
Conſumption of many a young Gentleman; a pernicious: 
Enormity. 

Cok. What, do they live in Baskets ? 

[He brings them out in @ Basket.. 

Lan. They do lie in a Basket, Sir, they are o' the 
ſmall Players? 

Cok. 'I'heſe be Players minors indeed. Do you call 
theſe Players? 

Lan. They are Actors, Sir, and as good as any, none 
- for dumb Shows: Indeed J am the mouch of 
em all. 

Cok. Thy mouth will hold 'em all. I think one Tay- 
iar would go near to beat all this Company, with a Hand 
bound behind him. | 

Job. I, and eat em all too, an' they were in Cake-bread.. 

Cok. I thank you for that, Maſter Litt/e-avit, a good 
Jeſt ! which is your Burbage now ? 

Lan. What mean you by that, Sir? 

Cok. Your beſt Actor, your Field? 

Job. Good i' faith! you are even with me, Sir. 


Lan. This is he, that acts young Leander, Sir. He 


is extreamly belov'd of the Womenkind, they do fo af- 
fect his Action, the green Gameſters, that come here, 
and this is lovely Here; this with the beard, Damon; 
and this pretty Pythias : this is the Ghoſt of King Dionyſius 
in the Habit of a Scrivener; as you ſhall ſee anon at large. 

Cok. Well, they are a Civil Company, I like em for 
that; they offer not to fleer, nor jeer, nor break Jeſts, 
as the great Players do: And then, there goes not fa» 
much charge to the feaſting of em, or making em drunk, 


as to the other, by reaſon of their Littleneſs. Do. they uſe: 


to play perfect? Are they never fluſter'd ?. 


E 4. Lan. 


* 
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Lan. No, Sir, I thank my Induſtry and Policy for” 
t; they are as well govern'd a Company, though I fay 
it — And here is young Leander, is as proper an A&or, 
of his Inches, and ſhakes his Head like an Hoſtler. 

Cok. But do you play it according to the printed Book? 
J have read that. 

Lan. By no means, Sir. 

Cok. No ? how then? | . 

Lan. A better way, Sir, that is too learned and poeti- 

cal for our Audience: What, do they know what Hel. 
leſpont is? guilty of true Love's Blood? or what Abidss 
is? or the other Se/os height ? 

Cok. Th' art! the right, I do not know my ſelf. 

Lax. No, I have entreated Maſter Little-wwit to take a lit- 
tle pains to reduce it to a more familiar ſtrain for ourpeople. 

Cok. How, I pray thee, good Maſter Litt/e-wwit ? 

Job. It pleaſes him to make a matter of it, Sir. But 
there is no ſuch matter, I aſſure you: I have only made 
it a little eaſie, and modern for the Times, Sir, that's all. 
As for the Helleſpont, I imagine our Thames here; and 
then Leander J make a Dyer's Son about Pudd/e-Wharf, 
and Hero a Wench o' the Bank-fide, who going over one 
Morning to O Fifireet, Leander ſpies her land at Trigs- 
Stairs, and falls in Love with her. Now do I introduce 
Cupid, baving Metamorphos'd himſelf into a Drawer, and 
he ftrikes Hero in love with a Pint of Sherry, and other 
pretty Paſſages there are o' the Friendſhip, that will de- 
light you, Sir, and pleaſe you of Judgment. 

Cod. I'll be ſworn they ſhall :-I am in Love with the 
Actors already, and Ill be allied to them preſently. (They 
reſpect Gentlemen, theſe Fellows :) Hero ſhall be my 
Fairing : But which of my Fairings ; (Le' me ſee) i“ faith, 
my Fiddle ! and Leander my Fiddle-Stick : Then Da- 
mon my Drum ; and Pythias my Pipe, and the Ghoſt of 
Diony/fius my Heobby-horſe. All fitted. 


SCENE IV. 
To them Win-wife, Grace, Knockhum, Whit, Edgaworth, 


Win, Miſtreſs Overdo. And to them Waſfpe. 
Win-w. Look yonder's your Cokes gotten in among 
| his 
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br bis Play-fellows ; I thought we could not miſs him at ſuch | 
a Spectacle. 


* Gra. Let him alone, he is ſo buſie he will never ſpy us. 

's Lan. Nay, good Sir. 

2 C-ok, I warrant thee I will not hurt her, Fellow ; what 

g doſt think me uncivil? ] pray thee be not jealous; I am 
toward a Wife. [Cokes is handling the Puppets. 


Job. Well, good Matter Lanthorn, make ready to be- , 
gin, that I may fetch my Wife, and look you be per= - | 
fect, you undo me elſe i' my Reputation. | 
. Lan. I warrant you, Sir, do not you breed too great 
an Expectation of it among your Friends; that's the only 
Hurter of theſe things. 
. Job. No, no, no. 
Cok. I'll ſtay here and ſee; pray thee let me ſee; 
N Pin. au. How diligent and troubleſome he is ! 
˖ Gra. The Place becomes him, methinks. 
Juſt. My Ward, Miſtreſs Grace, in the Company of 
; a Stranger? I doubt I ſhall be compel'd-to diſcover my 
ſelf before my Time. 
Fil. Two-pence apiece, Gentlemen, an excellent Mo. 
tion. [The Door-keepers ſpeak. 
uo. Shall we have fine Fire-works, and good Va- | 
pours ? | | 
Sha. Yes, Captain, and Water works too. 
Mhi. ] pree dee take a Care o' dy ſhmall Lady there; 
Taggvorth: ] will look to diſh tall Lady my ſelf. 
Lan, Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen. 
IWhi. Predee Maſhter o' de Monſbtenſb, help a very 
fick Lady here to a Chair to ſhit in. 
Lan. Preſently, Sir. 
Whi. Good fait now, Ur//a's Ale and Agua witæ 1h 
to blame for't; Shit down, Shweet-hearrt, ſhirt down and 
ſleep a little. [They bring Miftre/s Overdo a Chair. 
Els. Madam, you are very welcome hither. . 
- Kno. Yes, and you ſhall ſee very good Vapours. 
Jul. Here is my Care come! I like to ſee him in fo 
good Company; and yet I wonder that Perſons of ſuch 
Faſhion ſhould reſort hither ! [ }y Edgworth. 
Edg. There is a very private Houſe, Madam. 
[ The * courts Miſtreſs Little-wit. 


5 * * 
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Lan. Will it pleaſe your Ladyſhip ſit. Madam? 

Vin. Ves, Good man. They do ſo all to be Madam 

me. I think they think me a very Lady! 

Edg. What elſe, Madam ? 

Vin. Muſt J put of my Mask to him? 

Eag. O. by no means. 

Win. How ſhould my Husband know me then? 

Nuo. Husband ? an idle Vapour, he muſt not know 
you, nor you him; there's the true Vapour. 

Fuſs. Yea, I will obſerve more of this: Is this a 
Lady Friend? 

Whi. I, and dat is anoder Lady, Shweet-heart; if dou 
haſht a mind to 'em, give me Twelve-pence from tee, 
and dou ſhalt have eder-oder on 'em. 

74% I This will prove my chiefeſt Enormity: I 
will follow this. 

Eag. Is not this a finer Life, Lady, than to be clogg'd 
with a Husband ? 

Vin. Yes, a great deal. When will they begin, trow? 
in the Name o' the Motion ? 

Eag. By and by, Madam; they ſtay but for Company. 

Koc. Do you hear, Puppet-Maſter, theſe are tedious 
Vapours; when begin you? 
Lan. We ſtay but for Maſter Little-wit, the Au- 
thor, who is gone for his Wife; and we begin preſently. 

Win. That's I, that's I. 

Edg. That was you, Lady; but now you are no ſuch 
poor _ 

Knoc. Hang the Author's Wife, a running Vapour ! 
here be Ladies will ſtay for ne'er a Delia o' em all. 

Whi. But hear me now, here iſh one of de Ladiſb a- 
fhleep, ſtay till ſhee but vake, Man. 

Waſp. How now, Friends? what's here to do? 

Fil. Two-pence apiece, Sir, the beſt Motion in the 
Farr. [The Door- keepers again. 

Waſp. I believe you lie; if you do, I'll have my Mo- 
ny again, and beat you. 

Win. Mumps is come! | 

Waſp. Did you fee a Maſter of mine come in here, a 
tall young Squire of Harrow o the Hill, Maſter Bar- 
t#holomew Cokes ? 

Fil. 
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El. I think there be ſuch a one within. 

Waſp. Look he be, you were beſt: But it is very lie- 
ly: I wonder I found him not at all the reſt. I ha' 
been at the Eag/e, and the Black-wol#, and the Bull ' 
with the Five Legs and Two Pizzles: (He was a 
Calf at Uxbridge-Fair Two Years, agone :) And at 
the Dogs that dance the Morrice, and the Hair o' the 
Taber; and miſt him at all theſe ! Sure this muſt needs 
be ſome fine Sight that holds him ſo, if it have him. 

Cal. Come, come, are you ready now ?- 

Lan. Preſently, Sir. 

Waſp. Hoyday, he's at Work in his Doublet and 
Hoſe ; Do you bear, Sir? Are you imployed, that: 
you are bare headed and ſo buſie ? 

Cok. Hold your Peace, Numps; you ha' been i' the 
Stocks, I hear. | 

Waſp. Does he know that? Nay, then the Date of my 
Authority is out; I muſt think no longer to reign, my- 
Government is at an End. He that will correct ano - 
ther muit want Fault himſelf. | 

Win-w. Sententious Numps ! I never heard ſo much: 
from him before. 

Lan. Sure Maſter. Litile-auit will not come; pleaſe 
you take your Place, Sir; we'll begin. 

Cob. I pray thee do, mine Ears long to be at it, and 
my Eyes too. O Nump:, i' the Stocks, Naumps ? 
Where's your Sword, Numps ? 

L Waſp. I pray you intend your Game, Sir, let me 
one. 

Cot. Well then, we are quit for all. Come, fit down, 
Numps ; I'll interpret to thee : Did you ſee Miſtreſs 
Grace? It's no matter neither, now I think on't, tell. 
me Anon, . | 

Win c. A great deal of Love and. Care he ex- 

eſſes. 

Gra. Alas! would you have him to expreſs more 
than he has? that were Tyranny, 

Cok. Peace, ho ; now, now. 

Lan. Gentiles, that no longer your Erxpt&ations -may- 
wander, | 


Behold our chief Afar, amorous Leander. 2 
— Witte 
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With a great deal of Cloth, lapp' d about him like a Scarf, 
For he yet ſerves his Father, a Dyer at Puddle-Wharf ; 
Which place well make bold with, to call it our Abidus, 
As the Bank ſide 7s our Seſtos; and let it not be deny'd us, 
Nox as he beating, to make the Dye take the fuller, 
Who chances to come by, but fair Hero in a Sculler; 
And ſeeing Leander's naked Leg and goodly Calf, 
Caſt at him from the Boat a Sheep's Eye and an half. 
Now He is landed, and the Sculler come back, 
By and by you ſhall ſee what Leander doth lack. 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, old Cole. 
Lan. That is the Sculler's Name, without Controul, 
Pup. L. Cole, Cole, I /ay, Cole. 
Lan. We do hear you. 
Pup. L. Ola Cale. 
Lan, Old Cole? Is the Dyer turn'd Collier? how du 
you /ell ? 
Pup. — A Pox o your manners kiſs my Hole here, and 
ſmell. | | 
Lan. K:/5 your Hole and ſmell ? there's manners indeed! 
Pap. L. Why, Cole, I /ay, Cole. 
Lan. I's the Sculler you need. 
Pup. L. J. and be hang dl. 
Lan. Be hang d; looſ you yonder. 
Old Cole, you muſt go hang with Maftey Leander. 
Pup. C. Where is he? | 
Pup. L. Here, Cole: What faireſt of Fairs, 
Was that Fare that thou landedſt but now at Trigs-ſtairs ? 
Cot. What was that fellow ? Pray thee tell me, I ſcarc 
underſtand 'em. 
Lan. Leander do's at, Sir, what faireſt of Fairs, 
Was the Fare hs landed but now at Trigs-ſtairs ? 
Pup. C. It is lovely Hero. 
Pap. L. Nero? 
Pup. C. No, Hero. 
Lan. I is Hero. | 
Of the Bank-lide, he ſaith, to tell you truth without er- 
ring, ; 
I come 30 into Fiſh- Street to eat ſome Freſh Herring. 
Leander /ays no more, but as faſt as he can, 
Gets on all his beſt Cloths, and will after to the Swan. 


Col. 
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Col. Moſt admirable good, is't not? 
Lan. Stay, Sculler. 
Pup. C. What ſay you? 
Lan. You muſt fiay for Leander, 
And carry him to the Wench. 
Pup. C. You Rogue, I am no Pandar. | 
Cok. He ſays he is no Pandar. Tis a fine Language; 
T underſtand it now. 
Lan. Are you no Pander, Goodman Cole? Here's no 
Hou Jays you = : 
You'll grow a hot Cole, it ſeems, pray you or your Fare, 
Pap. C. Will he come awvay ? N 
Lan. What do you ſay? 
Pup. C. Tad ha' him come away. 
Lan. Would you ha' Leander come away ? why, pray 
Sir, fray. | 
You are angry, Goodman Cole; I believe the Fair Maid 
Came over with you a' truſt : tell us, Sculler, are you paid. 
Pup. C. Yes, Goodman Hogrubber, o' Pickt-hatch. 
Lan. How ? Hogrubber o' Pickt-hatch. 
Pup. C. J, Hogrubber o' Pickt-hatch. Take you that. 
[The Puppet ftrikes him over the Pate. 
Lan. O, my Head! 
Pup. C. Harm watch, harm catch. 
Cok. Harm watch, harm catch. he ſays : Very good 
i' faith, the Sculler had like to ha knock'd vou, Sirrah. 
Lan. Ves, but that his Fare call'd him away. 
Pup. L. Row apace, row apace, row, row, ru, row, 


row. 

Lan. You are knavi/hly baden, Sculler, take heed aubera 

ou go. 

— E. Knave i your Face, Goodman Rogue. 

Pup. L. Row, row, row, row, row, row. 

Cock. He ſaid, Knave i' your Face, Friend. 

Lan. I, Sir, [ heard him. But there's no talking to 
theſe Water-men, — will ha” the laſt word. 

Cok. God's my lite! I am not allied to the Sculler 
yet; he ſhall be Dauphin my Boy. But my Fiddle-ttick 
do's fiddle in and out too much: I pray thee ſpeak to 
him on't; tell him I would have him tarry in my fight 
more, | 

Lan, 
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a Lan. I pray you be content; you'll have enough on 


Sir. 
| Now, Gentiles, I take it, here is none of you ſo ſtupid, 
But that you have heard of a little God of Love call d Cu- 


id ; 
Who — of Kindeſs to Leander, hearing he but ſaw her, 
This preſent day and hour doth turn himſelf to a Drawer, 
And becauſe he would have their firſt meeting to be merry, 
He firikes Hero in love to him with a Pint of Sherry;. 
Which he tells from amorous Leander is ſent her, 
Who after him into the Room of Hero*doth venture. 
f Pup. Leander goes into Miſtreſs Hero's Room. 
ah Jo. A Pint of Sack; ſcore a Pint of Sack i the 
onney. 

Cok. Sack? you ſaid but e en now it ſhould be Sherry. 

Pup. Jo. Why fo it is; Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. 

Cok. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. By my Troth he makes 
me merry. I muſt have a Name for Cupid too. Let me 
ſee, thou might'ſt help me now, an' thou wouldeſt, 
Numps, at a dead Lift; but thou art dreaming o' the 


Stocks ſtill. Do not think on't, I have forgot it; tis 


but a nine Days Wonder, Man ; let it not trouble thee. 
Waſp. I would the Stocks were about your Neck, Sir, 


condition I hung by the Heels in them till the Wonder 


were off from you, with all my Heart. 

Cok. Well ſaid, reſolute Numps : But hark you, 
Friend, where is the Friendſhip all this while between, 
my Drum Damon, and my Pipe Pythias ? 

Lan. You ſhall ſee by and by, Sir. 

Cok. You think my Hobby horſe is forgotten too; 
no, I'll ſee em all enact before I go; I ſhall not know 
which to love beſt elſe. 

Knoc. This Gallant has interrupting Vapours, trouble- 
ſome Vapours; Mbit, puff with him. 

Whit. No, I pre dee, Captain, let him alone; he is 
a Child i' faith, la. 

_ Now Gentiles, to the Friends, who in Number are 

Wo, a 
And lodg d in that Ale-houſe in which fair Hero do's do. 
Damon (for ſome kindneſs done him the lafl Week) 


I come, fair Hero, in Fiſh-ftreet, this morning to feet.: 


Pythias 


h 
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Pythias do's ſmell the Knavery of the Meeting, - 
And now you ſhall ſee their true friendly greeting. 
Pup. Pi. You 2 Slave, you. 
Cok. Whore-maſterly Slave you? very friendly and 


familiar, that. 


Pup. Da. Whore-maſter i thy Face, 
Thou Haſt lain with her thy ſelf, Tl prov't i this Place) 
Cok. Damon ſays, Pythias lain with her himſelf, 
he'll prove't in this Place. | 
__ They are Whore-maſters bath, Sir, that's a plain 
aſe. 
Pup. Pi. You lie like a Rogue. 
Lan. Do I lie like a Rogue ? 
Pup. Pi. A Pimp and a Scab. 
Lan. 4 Pimp and a Scab? | 
I ſay, betaween you, you have both but one Drab. 
Pup. Da. You he again. 
Lan. Do I lie again? | 
Pup. Da. Like a Rogue again. 
Lan. Like a Rogue again ? 
Pup. Pi. And you are a Pimp again. 
Cok. And you are a Pimp again, he ſays. 
Pup. Da. And a Scab again. 
Cok. And a Scab again, he ſays. 
Lan. And I ſay again, you are both Whore-maſfters a. 


| gain. 
And you have both but one Drab again. [ They fight, 


Pup. Da. Pi. Doft thou, deft thou, doſt thou? 

Lan. What, both at once? 

Pup. P. Down with him, Damon. 

Pup. D Pink bis Guts, Pythias. 

Lan. What ſo malicious? 
Will ye murder me, Maſters both, i” my own Houſe ? 

Cok. Ho! well ated my Drum, well acted, my Pipe 
well acted ſtill. 

Waſp. Well ated, with all my heart. 

Lan. Hold, hold your hands. 
Col. I, both your hands, for my ſake ! for you ha? 
both done well. | 

Pup. D. Gramercy, pure Pythias, 


Pup. P. Gramercy, dear Damon. 
: Cos. 
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Cat. Gramercy to you both, my Pipe and my Drum. 
Pup. P. D. Come, now we'll together to breakfaſt to 
Hero. 
Lan. if duell you can now go to breakfaſt to Hero, 
You have given me my breakfaſt, with a hone and honero. 
Cok. How is't, Friend, ha' they hurt thee ? 
Lan. Ono! 
Between you and I, Sir, we do but make ſhow. 
Thus, Gentiles, you perceive, without any denial, 
*Tavixt Damon and Pythias here, Friend/hip's true tryal. 
Tho” hourly they quarrel thus, and roar each with other, 
They fighe you no more than do's Brother with Brother. 
But friendly together, at the next Man they meet, 
They let fly their Anger, as here you might feet. 
Co. Well, we have ſeen't, and thou haſt felt it, what- 
ſoever thou ſayeſt. What's next? what's next? 
Lan. This while young Leander with fair Hero 7: 
drinking, 
And Hero grown drunk, to any Man's thinking ! 
Yet was it not three Pints of Sherry could flaw her, 
Till Cupid diftingui/o'd like Jonas the Drawer, 
Frem under his Apron, where his leachery lurks, 
Put Lowe in her Sack. Now mark how it avorks. 
Pup. H. O Leander, Leander, my dear, my dear Le 
ander, | 
TI for ever be thy Gogſe, fo thou'lt be my Gander. 
Cok, Excellently well ſaid, Fiddle, the'll ever be his 
Gooſe, fo he'll be her Gander; was*cnot ſo? 
Lan. Yes, Sir, but mark his Anſwer now. 
Pup. L. And feeete/? of Geeſe, before I go to Bed, 
TI fwim ver the Thames, my Gooſe, thee to tread. 
C24. Brave! he will ſwim o'er the Thames, and tread 
his Gooſe to night, he ſays. 
Lan. I, peace, Sir, they'll be angry if they hear you 
eaves-dropping, now they are ſetting their match. 
Pup. L. But leſt the Thames /houtd be dark, my Goo/*, 
my dear Friend, 
Let thy window be provided of a Candle's end. 


Pup. H. Fear not, my Gander, I proteſt I ſhould hand!t 


My matters very ill, if I had not a whole Candle. 
Pup. L. Well then, look tot, and kiſs me to boot. 
AE Lan, 


Mm. ©*® —ũ—m6 | 
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Lan. Now here come the Friends again, Pythias and 
Damon, Damen and Pythias enter. 
And under their Cloals they have of Bacon a Gammon. 
Pup. P. Drawer, fill ſome Wine here. 
Lan. How, ſome Wine there ? 
There's Company already, Sir, pray forbear! 
Pup. D. 'Tis Hero. 
Lan. Yes, but ſhe will not be taken, 
After Sack and Freſh- Herring, <vith your Dunmow-bacon. * 
Pup. P. You lie, it's Welifabian. 
Lan. W:/!phahian you ſhould ſay, 
Pup. D. If you hold not your Peace, you are a Coxcomb 
1 would Jay. [Leander and Hero are ki/ing. 
Pup. What's here, what's here? kiſs, hiſs, upon kiſs ? 
Lan. I, vherefore ſhould they not! what harm is in this? 
is Miſtreſs Hero. | 
Pup. D. Mifre/s Hero's a whore. 
Lan. Is She a whore? keep you quiet, or, Sir Knave, 
out , door. 
Pup. D. Knawve out of door? 
Pup. H. Yes, Knawe out of door. 
Pup. D. Whore out of door. [Here the Puppets 
Pup. H. 7 fay, Knawve out of dor. quarrel and fall 
Pup. D. Lay, Whore out of door. rogether by the 
Pup. P. Yea, /6 ſay I too. Ears. 
Pup. H. Kiſs the whore o' the Arſe. 
Lan. Now you ha ſomething to do: 
You muſt. kiſs her o 4he Arſes jhe ſays. 
Pup. D. P. Se awe will, ſo we will. 
Pup. H. O my Haunches, O my Haunches, hold, hold. 
Lan. Stand'ft thou ftill? 
Leander, æober art thou? fland'ft thou flill like a Sot, 
And not offer ft to break bath their Heads with a Pot? 
See who's at thine Elbow there! Puppet Jonas and Cupid z 
Pup. I. Upon em, Leander, be not ſo fupid. [They fight. 
Pup. L. You Goat-bearded Slave l 
Pup. D. You whore-maſter Knave. 
Pup. L. Thou art a whore-maſter. 
Pup. I. Whore maſters all. SE: + 
Lan. See Cupid awith a word has tant up the Brawl. 
Nuoc. Theſe be fine Vapours! |: * 
OK 
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Cok. By this good day they fight bravely ! do they 
not, Numps ? | 
NMaſ. Yes, they lack'd but you to their ſecond all 
this while. 
Lan. This tragical encounter falling out thus to bufie us, 
It raiſes up the Ghoſt of their Friend Dionyſus ; 
Not like a Monarch, but the Maſter of a School, | 
In a Scrivener's furr d Gown, which ſhews he is no Fool. 
For therein he hath wit enough to keep himſelf warm. 
O Damon, he cries, and Pythias, what harm 
Hath poor Diony ſius done you in his Grave, . 
That after his death you ſhould fall out thus and rave, 
And call amorous Leander whore maſter Knawve ? 
Pup. D. I cannot, I will not, I promiſe you, endure it. 


SCENE V. 
To them Buſy. 
| Buſ. Down with Dagon, down with Dagen; tis I, 
will no longer endure your Profanations. 

Lan. What mean you, Sir? 

Bu/. I will remove Dagon there, I ſay, that Idol, that 
heatheniſh Idol, that remains (as I may ſay) a Beam, 
a very Beam, not a Beam of the Sun, nor a Beam of 
the Moon, nor a Beam of a Ballance, neither a Houſe- 
Beam, nor a Weavers Beam, but a Beam in the Eye, 
in the Eye of the Brethren; a very great Beam, an ex- 
ceeding great Beam; ſuch as are your Stage-playrrs, Ri- 
mers, and Morrice-dancers, who have walked hand in 
hand, in contempt of the Brethren, and the Cau/e ; and 
been born out by Inſtruments of no mean Countenance. 

Lan. Sir, I preſent nothing but what is licens'd by 
Authority. 

—_— Thou art all Licenſe, even Licentiouſneſs it elf, 
imei ! 
Lan. I have the Maſter of the Revell's Hand for't, Sir. 

Buſ. The Maſter of Rebells hand, thou haſt Satans ! 
hold thy peace, thy ſcurrility, ſhut up thy Mouth, thy 
Profeſſion is damnable, and in pleading for it thou doſt 
plead for Baal. I have long opened my Mouth wide 
and gaped, I have gaped as the Oyſter for the Tide, at- 
ter thy deſtruction: but cannot compaſs it by ſuit or diſ- 


5 


Bartholomew FA I R. I 15 


pou 1 that I look for a Bickering, ere long, and then 
a Battel. 

Kno. Good Banbury V apours. 

Cok. Friend, you'd have an ill Match on't, if you bick- 
er with him here, though he be no Man o' the Fiſt, he 
has Friends that will go to Cuffs for him. Numps, will 
not you take our fide ? | 

Edg. Sir, it ſhall not need, in my Mind he offers him 
a fairer Courſe, to end it by diſputation ! haſt thou no- 
thing to ſay for thy ſelf, in defence of thy quality ? 

Lan. Faith, Sir, I am not well ſtudied in theſe Con- 
troverſies, between the Hypocrites and us. But here's 
one of my Motion, Puppet Dionyfius, ſhall undertake 
him, and I'll venture the Cauſe on't. 

Y Cok. Who ? my Hobby-horſe ? will he diſpute with 
im ? 

g Lan. Yes, Sir, and make a Hobby-Aſs of him, I 
ope. 

Cob. That's excellent! indeed he looks like the beſt 

Scholar of 'em all. Come, Sir, you muſt be as good a 

your Word now. | 

Bu/. I will not fear to make my Spirit and Gifts 
known! aſſiſt me Zeal, fill me, fill me, that is, make 
me full. 

Win-w. What a deſperate, prophane Wretch is this! 
is there any Ignorance or Impudence like his? to call his 
Zeal to fill him againſt a Puppet? 

Qua. I know no fitter Match than a Puppet to com- 
mit with an Hypocrite! 

Buſ. Firſt, I ſay unto thee, Idol, thou haſt no Calling. 

Pup. D. You lie, I am calPd Dionyſius. 

Lan. The Motion ſays, you lie, he is call'd Dionyſus 
? the matter, and to that calling he anſwers. 

Buſ. J mean no wocation, Idol, no preſent lawful. 
Calling. : 

Pup. D. Is yours a lawful Calling? 

Lan. The Motion asketh, if yours be a lawful Cal 
ling ? 
Bu. Yes, mine is of the Spirit. 

Pup. D. Then Idol is a lawful Calling. 2 
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Lan. He ſays, then Idol is a lawful Calling; for you 
call'd him Jaol, and your Calling is of the Spirit. 

Cob. Well diſputed, Hobby -horſe. 

Buf. Take not part with the wicked, young Gallant: 
He neigheth and hinnieth, all is but hinnying Sophiſtry. 
I call him Idol again; yet, I ſay, his Calling, his Pro- 

feſlion is prophane, it is prophane, Idol. 
Pup. D. It is not propbane. 

Len. It is not prophane, he ſays. 

Bu/. It is prophane. 

Pup. It is not prophane. 

Bu/. It is prophane. 

Pup. I is not prophane. | 

Lan. Well ſaid, confute him with not, ſtill. You 
cannot bear him down with your baſe noiſe, Sir. 

Baſ. Nor he me, with his treble creeking, though he 
creek like the Chariot Wheels of Satan ; 1am zealous 
for the Cau/e 

Lan. As a Dog for a Bone. 

Buſ. And I ſay, it is prophane, as being the Page of 
Pride, and the Waiting woman of Yanity. | 

Pup. D. Yea ? what ſay you to your Tire-women, then? 

Lan. Good. 

Pup. Or Feather-makers i' the Fryers, that are o your 
faction of faith? Are not they, with their Perukes, and 
their Puffs, their Fans, and their Huffs, as much Pages 
of Pride, and Waiters upon Vanity ? What ſay you? What 
fay you ? What ſay you ? 

Buſ. ] will not anſwer for them. 

Pup. Becauſe you cannot, becauſe yon cannot. 4s a 
Bugle maker @ laauſul Calling? is the Confect makers? 
fuch you have there ; or your French Faſhioner ? you'd 
have all the Sin within your ſelves, would you not? 
would you not? 

Buſ. No, Dagon. | | 
np. What then, Dagonet * is a Puppet worſe than 
theſe | | | 

Buſ. Yes, and my main Argument againſt you is, that 
you are an Abomination; for the Male, among you, put- 
teth on the Apparel of the Female, and. the Female of 
the Male. 

Pup. You he, you te, you ſye abominably. Col. 
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Col. Good, by my Troth, he has given him the lye 


thrice. 

Pup. Tt is your old ftale Argument againſt the Players, 
but it will not hold 22557 2 Pana * 1 e 
neither Male nor Female amongſt us. And that thon 
mayſt ſee, if thou wilt, like a malicious purblind zeal as 
thou art ! [ The Puppet takes up his Garment. 
 Eag. By my faith, there he has anſwer'd you, Friend, 
by plain demonſtration. 

Pup. Nay, Til prove, againſt &er a Rabbin of en 
all, that my Standing is as lawful as his; that I ſpeak by 
Inspiration, as well as he; that I have as little to do 
with learning as he; and do ſcorn her helps as much as he. 

Bu. I am confuted, the Cau/e hath failed me, 

Pup. Then be converted, be converted.  - + 

Lan. Be converted, I pray you, and letthe Play go on! 

Bu/. Let it go on; for I am changed, and will become 
a Beholder with you ! | 

Cok. That's brave i“ faith, thou haſt carried it away, 
Hobby-horſe, on with the Play! ß 

Juſt Stay, now do I forbid ; I am Adam Overdo * 
ſit ſtill, T charge you. [The 42 diſcowers himſelf. 

Cos. What, my Brother i' Law 

Gra. My wiſe Guardian! 

Edg. Juſtice Overdo ! 

ut. It is time to take Enormity by the Forehead, 
brand it; for I have diſcover'd enough. : 


SCENE VL 


To them, Nuar bus. (like the Madman;) Pure-craft ; (a 
awhile after) Fohn : To them, Trouble all, Urſſa, 
Nig Sti ngale. | 
Quar. Nay come, Miſtreſs Bride; you muſt do as 


I do, now. + You muſt be mad with me, in Truth. I 


have here Juſtice Overdo for it. 
Fuft. Peace, good Trouble-all ; come hither, and you 
ſhall trouble none. I will take the charge of you, and 


your Friend too; you allo, young Man, ſhall be my 


care; ſtand _ mm % and Mifire Lind 
o the Cut-purſe, and Miſtreſs Littde-wit, 
Edg. Now, Mercy upon me. Kuo. 
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. Kno. Would we were away, Hit, theſe are danger- 

ous Vapours, beſt fall off with our Birds for fear o'the 
; | [The reſt are ſtealing away, 
uſt. Stay, is not my Name your Terror? 

Hhi. Yeſh faith Man, and it iſh for tat we would be 
gone, Man. 

Job. O Gentlemen! did not you ſee a Wife of mine? 
I ha' loſt my little Wife, as I ſhall be truſted : my little 
pretty Win. I left her at a great Woman's Houſe in 
truſt yonder, the Pig-woman's, with Captain Fordarn, 
and Captain Hit, very good Men, and I cannot hear of 
her. Poor Foal, I fear ſhe's ſtepp'd aſide. Mother, did 
you notice Lin? 

Fuſt. If this grave Matron be your Mother, Sir, 
ſtand by lier, Er digito compeſce labellum, I may. per- 
haps ſpring a Wife for you, anon. Brother Bartholomew, 
I am ſadly iciry to ſee you {o lightly given, and ſuch a 
Diſciple of Enormity, with your grave Governor Hum- 
Fhrey : But ſtand you both there, in the middle Place; I 
will apprehend you in your Courſe. Miſtreſs Grace, let 
me reſcue you out of the Hands of the Stranger. 

Win-w. Pardon me, Sir, I am a Kinſman of hers. 

7 Are you ſo? of what name, Sir? 

In au. Win-wife, Sir. 

Fuft, Maſter Win-wife ? I hope you have won no 
Wife of her, Sir : If you have, I will examine the poſ- 
Ability of it, at fit leiſure. Now, to my Enormities : 
Look upon me, O London! and ſee me, O Smithfield ! 
The Example of Fuſtice, and Mirrour of Magiſtrates; 
the true top of Formality, and ſcourge of Enormity. 
Hearken unto my Labaurs, and but obſerve my Diſco- 
©erics ; and compare Hercules with me, if thou dar'ſt, 
of old: or Columbus, Magellan, or our Country-man 
Drake — — times: — _ por eeds — Enor- 
mity, pread. [To Buſy.] Firſt, Rabbi Buſy, thou /u- 
perlunatical Hypocrite ; [To Lanthorn. ] N — thou _ 
Extremity, thou prophane Profeſſor of Puppetry, little 
better than Poetry: [To the Horſe- courſer, and Cut-pur/e.] 
Then thou ſtrong Debaucher and Seducer of Youth ; wit- 
neſs this eafie and honeſt young Man: [To Captain Whit, 
and Miftre/s Little-wit.] Now thou E/quire of Dames, 
1 TY Madam, 
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Madam, and Twelve- penny Ladies: Now my green 
Madam her ſelf, of the price; let me unmask your La- 
Dip. 
Ys. O my Wife, my W ife, my Wife ! 
uſt. Is ſhe your Wife? Redde te Harpocartem ! 
Enter Trouble-all. 
Por. By your leave, ſtand by my Maſters, be un- 
cover'd. | ; 
'  Ur/. O ſtay him, ſtay him, help to cry, Nightingale; 
my Pan, my Pan. 
Fuſt, What's the matter? 
Nig. He has ſtoln Grammer Ur/ia's Pan; 
Trou. Yes, and I fear no Man but Fu/tice Owerdo, 
Fuft. Urſla ? where is ſhe ? O the Sowof Enormity, 
this! welcome, ſtand you there; you, Songſter, there. 
| [To Urſla and N ightingale. 
Ur/. An' pleaſe your Worſhip, I am in no fault: A 
Gentleman ſtripp'd him in my Booth, and borrow'd his 
Gown, and his Hat; and he ran away with my Goods 
here for it. 
Fuft. Then this is the true Mad-man, and you are the 
Enormity ! [ To Quarlous. 
Qua. You are i the right; I am mad, but from the 
Gown oatward. - | 
Fuft. Stand you there. 
Qa. Where you pleaſe, Sir. 
Over. O lend me a Baſon, I am ſick, I am ſick ; 
where's Mr. Overdo? Bridget, call hither my Adam. 
M.. Overdo is fick, and her Husband is filen“ d. 
Juſt How ? 
Whi. Dy very own Wife, i' fait, worſhipful Adam. 
Over. Will not my Adam come at me? Shall I ſee 
him no more then ? 


Qua. Sir, why do you not go on with the Enormity ? 
Are you oppreſs'd with it ? I'll help you : Hark you, 
Sir, i' your Ear; your Innocent Young Man, you have 
ta'en ſuch Care of all this Day; is a Cat pur/e, that hath 
got all your Brother Cokes's Things, and help'd you to 
ww Beating, and the Stocks; if you have a mind to 

ng him now, and ſhew him now your Magiſtrates Wit, 
you may: But I ſhould think it were better recovering the 


Goods, 
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Goods, and to ſave your Eſtimation in him. I thank you, 
Sir, for the Gift of your Fard, Mrs. Grace: Look you, 
here is your Hand and Seal, by the way. Mr. Win- 
ewife give you Joy, you are Palzmon, you are poſſeſt o'the 
_ Gentlewoman, but ſhe muſt pay me Value, here's War- 
rant for it. And, honeſt Mad-man, there's thy Gown 
and Cap again; I thank thee for my Wife. [To the Vi- 
dow.) Nay, I can be mad, Sweet-heart, when I pleaſe 
ſtill ; never fear me: {And careful Numps, where's he? 
I thank him for my Licence. 

Waſp. How ! [Waſpe miſſeth tbe Licence. 

Qua. Tis true, Numps. 

Waſp. I'll be hang'd then. 

ua. Look i“ your Box, Namps; nay, Sir, ſtand not 
you hx'd here, like a Stake in Finsbury, to be ſhot at, or 
the Whipping: Poſt i' the Fair, but get your Wife out 0 
the Air, it will make her worſe elſe; and remember you 
are but Adam, Fleſh and Blood! you have your frailty, 
forget your other Name of Overdo, and invite us all to 
Supper. There you and I will compare our Diſcoveries ; 
and drown the Memory of all Enormity in your biggeſt 
Bowl at home. | 

Cat. How now, Numps, ha' you loſt it? I warrant 
*twas when thou wert i the Stocks: Why doſt not ſpeak ? 
, a. I will never ſpeak while I live again, for ought 

now. - 

Fuſt. Nay, Humphrey, if I be patient, you muſt be 
ſo too ; this pleaſant conceited Gentleman hath wrought 
upon my judgment, and prevail'd : I fpray you take 
care of your lick Friend, Miſtreſs Alice, and my good 
Friends all.. 

ua. And no Enormities. 

ft, I invite you home with me to my Houſe to 
Supper : I will have none fear to go along, for my In- 
tents are Ad correctionem, non ad defliruftionem ; ad àdi- 
-fcandum, now ad diruesdum ; So lead on. 

Cok. Ves, and bring the Actors along, we'll ha' the 

reſt o' the Play at home. 
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